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O God, thou hast taught me from my youth: 
and hitherto have I declared thy wondrous works. 


Now also when I am old and grey-headed, 
O God, forsake me not; until I have showed thine arm to this generation, 
and thy might to every generation that is to come. 


Psalm 71 v 17- 18 


Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never failing skill 
He treasures up his bright designs 
And Works His sovereign will 


Blind unbelief is sure to err 
And scan His works in vain 
He is His own interpreter 
And He will make it plain. 


William Cowper - 1780 
God moves in a mysterious way 
Songs of Praise, 1926, Hymn 503 vv 2 and 6 
Tune : New London 


Kismet Hardy, Kismet. I’m dying 
Admiral Horatio Nelson 
HMS Victory, off Cape Trafalgar 
21st October, 1805 


Foreword 


This is a book about coincidence and destiny but it is very different from all other 
books on these subjects. Most books provide many accounts of strange coincidences, of 
greater or lesser degrees of interest to the general reader. But each tale of coincidence is 
self-contained. That is it. There is no overlap between the different experiences, no 
thread of coherence linking one to another. And most importantly there is no discovery 
of any purpose in the occurrences, no intimation of a greater whole. 

This book gives brief accounts of many strange coincidences, relating to events in 
our own lives over two decades, but especially in recent months, meaningful 
coincidences in plane crashes, royal births, royal weddings and royal deaths; and it 
conveys messages from the dead. But tying all of this together are strong threads of 
coherence, cross-connecting these seemingly unconnected events across the centuries. 
Through space and time, they form an intricate tapestry of destiny. Is it not all part of a 
grand design to indicate that to man that there really is some ultimate Designer? Is it 
intended to be circumstantial evidence for the existence of God? And is it logical to 
attribute such coherence of purpose and design to blind chance? 

This is a book which puts forward a different world view, looking the opposite way 
from the multitude, perhaps Janus-like. Based on vast personal experience of the 
mysterious phenomenon of meaningful coincidence, this book puts forward a radical 
hypothesis. Meaningful coincidence provides a key to the ultimate puzzles of existence, 
why we are here and what happens next, when we die. It also provides a clear answer 
to that most important question of all - Is there a God? 

Iam ascientist. I began my training nearly half a century ago. But that training has 
been in two parts, the part I knew of and the part I did not. The two parts are fused in a 
single code number - 584. My scientific training was completed by my D.Phil, thesis at 
Oxford. I used the technique of photo-electron spectroscopy to measure ionisation 
potentials of the relatively volatile inorganic halides, those of zinc, cadmium, tin and 
lead. Why is it code 584? Because the frequency of the helium alpha line, that of the 
photons used in photo-electron spectroscopy is 584 Angstroms. 

The training in my second research career also began with code 584. But the energy 
code was now transposed into a time code. It was in May 1984, 5/84, that my father-in- 
law had a heart attack. It happened to be on my 37" birthday. He died three days later, 
setting in train a series of events which were to jump start my career in psychical 
research, some five months later. Thus from the very beginning, there was a linking of 
birth and death, Alpha to Omega. I had begun what was to be my real work. 
Methodically, I pursued my research into the reality of communication from beyond the 
grave. It was all irritatingly intangible. There were too many airy-fairy people who 
trotted out dogma worthy of any cardinal. Sometimes I felt like giving up; I still do. 
The spiritualists were so set in their ways. So much of what I saw and heard was either 
rubbish or acon. But sometimes it was worse than that. 

However, on rare occasions, amongst the money-grubbing hubris, there was 
something more. In London in 1985, one medium, one of the very few honest ones, one 
who did not see it all as a comfortable meal ticket, described what I did as ‘practical 
spiritualism’. But she was genuine and much more perceptive than most. And she had 


an enquiring mind, not a faculty common to many spiritualists. In the end, I gave up on 
the Spiritualists, just as I gave up on the Christians, amongst whom I had been brought 
up. Each group knew they were right. They could not see the real commonality, nor 
the errors in both belief systems. So, instead, my training continued outside the 
confines of either belief system, or any other for that matter. Not long afterwards, I met 
Jenny who became a channel for the revelation of the reality connecting Spiritualism 
and Christianity. Thus was revealed to us the true life of Christ, as told by the spirit of 
Mary Magdalen. 

Was it not design that the experience carried a kind of watermark, an echo of my 
earliest training. Our link to the spirit of Mary Magdalen came in a caravan by a main 
railway line? I was to discover that railways, my earliest love, were to be an important 
element in my psychical research career. There have been so many elements of pattern 
that it is difficult to escape the conclusion that there is both design and destiny in my 
life. But I only discovered these elements by casting aside the tramlines of the safe, 
conventional world, the comfortable job and the secure home. 

No one is a robot, although the security services around the world come pretty 
close nowadays. We must all have free will, for one inescapable conclusion from our 
research is that ultimately there is a Last Judgement for each and every one of us. It 
would hardly be fair to judge us, if we were all programmed from birth, unable to 
control our own actions, destined irrevocably to be king, politician, entrepreneur, rapist 
or murderer. We each choose. Every day we choose. And the sum of those choices 
represents what we each are today and determines where we each will go, individually, 
tomorrow. 

Meaningful coincidences have been the means by which I have been led to see the 
light - the means by which the Oxford University motto has been made real for me. 
Dominus illuminatio mea - The Lord is my light. And so it has proved. Perhaps it was my 
destiny to go to Oxford too. 

Meaningful coincidences casts light on men and their motives, from beggars to 
kings. Sadly, although the positions differ greatly, the nature of the heart within differs 
little. Wisdom and grace do not come with wealth and power. 

Through meaningful coincidence, I have been led to see a totally different picture of 
the world from the one conveyed throughout the mainstream media, different from the 
one portrayed by scientists, and definitely different from the one portrayed by the 
priests of today. But there are similarities between it and the world view of the men 
who built the cathedrals, for whom God was real, heaven was real, and hell was real. 

I use logic always. I seek ever to understand, to ask why things happen, to explain 
the Codes and the Numbers which seem somehow to be emphasised to me. I see little 
that helps anyone in the media. There is, overall, a desire for profit and then at a 
secondary level the drive to portray a particular point of view. The relationship 
between that point of view and truth is a variable. 

The Source of Intelligence which would appear to orchestrate the phenomenon of 
meaningful coincidence is not variable. The message from 1986 is unchanged in 2007. 
The only difference is that many of the details have been filled in and this book 
describes just a little of the ‘how’. There is evidence of destiny across five millennia, 
evidence of God’s inspiration to man, and everywhere the turning away from God of 
men, seeking ever their own advantage. But in the end, are they not often merely acting 


out parts upon a stage? They are just being themselves, as is the case with so many 
‘actors’ of today. But God knows each of us better than we know ourselves. 

Yesterday I spoke to a magazine writer. She considered talk of communication 
from the dead as ‘spooky’. “I’d rather get on with my own life.” Would that include 
watching Ghost Whisperer or Medium for entertainment? Those programmes make it all 
such fun. There is always a happy ending, which is unlikely to be the case for man. A 
senior editor at Souvenir Press in 1990 asked me a very telling question “Is there no 
hope?” In the end Souvenir Press rejected my proposed book because they reckoned 
that, to sell, it had to have a happy ending. Like Hollywood, they were willing to 
forsake truth for profit. 1 am not. That is not the way of the scientist. Our books are not 
novels, although they do convey novel ideas so to speak. 

Our books all present warnings - of the reality of life after death - either way - but 
is an eternity in hell worthy of the term life? Our books warn of the consequences of 
the choices we make, every day of our lives. Why are we here? God gives us minds to 
use, to think, to ponder, to wonder. We are not here to deaden our minds with noise 
that passes for music, with alcohol or any other drug, to help us hide behind a false 
reality of our own making. Is what you do right in your life? And remember, it is not 
your judgement that matters in this, biased as it doubtless is, or the judgement of 
perhaps fawning friends, but the Judgement of Another. 

Meaningful coincidence has provided signs of design, signs of destiny, but above 
all, signs of God. They are all Fragments of an Outer Mind. Read this book, weigh the 
evidence and decide what you believe to be the answer to these deep and meaningful 
questions. Is it all chance? Or is it much, much deeper? The choice is yours, at least 
for today. 


20' August 2007 


Introduction 


Volume 1 of Fragments of an Outer Mind showed patterns at a world level, patterns 
that link certain major disasters of the past two decades. That these disasters all have a 
religious connection is of particular significance. I began writing Volume 1 on 10 
October 2006 out of an injunction to me to “Write!”, rather akin to the same injunction 
to me via the spiritualist medium, Robert Brown, in July 1999. 

And as I wrote, I found that the ideas flowed, evidence of an external source of 
inspiration. But one problem was that the book kept expanding, as they ever do, 
because whatever book it is, there is always the continual, concurrent interaction, 
events in our lives, echoes of strange coincidence in newspapers and on television, and 
the signals in the background noise of developing world events. 

Through December 2006, and especially with the coming of that great sign in the 
night sky in January 2007, I found myself writing and writing and writing, struggling to 
keep up as events unfolded. And then that sign in the sky was cross-connected to me 
personally, and in particular my last job in wastewater treatment 

It was as though I was continually being given clue, after clue, after clue. I was being 
led from sign to sign, just as were Robert Langdon and Vittoria Vettra around the 
obelisks in the squares of Rome - Piazza del Popolo, St. Peter’s Square, Piazza 
Barbarini, Piazza Navona, and on to the Castel san Angelo. How curious it was that the 
Piazza Navona was mentioned on the New Zealand Prime News on the night of 10 
June. That was where the riots began, the protesters against the visit of President Bush 
who had come to see the Pope and to meet the Italian Prime Minister, Prodi, although 
he had just seen him at the G8 Summit in Heiligendamm. It was the first time I had 
ever heard any mention of the Piazza Navona since reading Angels and Demons during 
February and March 2005. Again, it was as though I had been guided to read that novel 
at just the right time. I read it as Pope John Paul II was dying. And as anyone who has 
read Angels and Demons will know, it is a novel set around the death of a pope and the 
subsequent conclave and a plot to destroy St. Peter’s and much of the Eternal City with 
an anti-matter bomb. But the novel, with its Muslim assassin, was conceived years 
before the era of 9-11, let alone 7-7. Now, of course, Muslim terror plots are being 
hatched in half the pubs in Britain - if MI5 is to be believed. 

Sophie, the cracking code-cracker of The Da Vinci Code, becomes Vittoria in Angels 
and Demons. She is the scientist daughter of the physicist priest who was determined to 
prove the existence of God, through science. He used a Large Hadron Collider for his 
‘Genesis’ experiment and to produce anti-matter. Thus, in the novel, this physicist 
proves the existence of God through anti-matter. But matter has two opposites, anti- 
matter in our world of space and time, and spirit in the next. 

Now is it just chance, or was Dan Brown inspired, to write as he did? For there are 
uncanny parallels between Leonard Vettra and me. For I too am a scientist, a chemical 
physicist, one who has been led to prove the existence of God through this second 
opposite of matter, the spirit, and its survival beyond death. The difference is that my 
story is no novel. It is non-fiction, but then truth is often said to be stranger than fiction. 
Many of my scientifically-derived conclusions are certainly akin to a bomb under the 
dodgy doctrines of the Vatican. But woven around the communication from the spirits 


of the dead is the confirmation of that communication through meaningful coincidences 
in our world of space and time. The concurrent meaningful coincidences are like a 
security hologram, very difficult, if not impossible, to counterfeit. So many parallels are 
to be found, so much evidence of inspiration in Dan Brown’s two ‘symbologist’ novels.! 

Langdon comes to the Piazza Navona from the Church of Sta. Maria della Vittoria, 
the place of the Fire. But is it just chance that Piazza Navona was mentioned in the 
Prime TV News on 10 June, the date signifying the Fires of Hell in the Alpha and 
Omega Codes? For not only did The Times print an image of John Martin’s painting, 
Pandemonium on 10 June 1994, with its River of Hell, there is a powerful New Zealand 
connection to the very same theme which was set in the ‘book of destiny’ over a century 
earlier. The Mt. Tarawera volcanic eruption, the greatest eruption since New Zealand 
was inhabited by man, occurred on 10 June 1886. It produced a real river of fire which 
destroyed one of the wonders of nature, the beautiful pink and white terraces on Lake 
Rotomahana. 

And is it also just chance that the date also links to me personally and my deeply 
saddening experiences of 10' June 1999, revolving around the death of my mother and 
the Gates of Hell. 

It was on 7‘ February 2007, 2-2-7, that I decided to split Fragments into two volumes. 
Then for a while work stopped on this book as I followed the switch in the Codes which 
brought The Million Dollar Question and its related themes in the run-up to Easter. That 
is all part of Mary Magdalen’s story. I eventually produced Volume 1, The Diagrams of 
Truth, in its final form, on 1st April 2007, Palm Sunday. Not long after that, a chance 
find set in train what has become Volume 3 of this book. 

Out of the blue, I got an email from Germany, sent by a woman in Berlin on 3"¢ May. 
That email carried with it a powerful linkage to The Diagrams of Truth for May 3"4 could 
be written 503, the Code specifically for ‘Diagrams of Truth’. And then a whole series 
of coincidences cross-connected me with Berlin, and my original field of research in 
chemical physics. I wrote a paper to send to Walter von Lucadou, the head of the 
Institute for Paranormality in Freiburg.2 But just as suddenly as the communication 
began with Berlin, it ended, for no reason I could fathom, at first. It was another 
enigma. Was it intended to be literally another link to the German Enigma codes which 
had featured so significantly in our research from 1999. The last message from Berlin 
was an e-birthday card to mark my 60" birthday on 12 May. A few days after this last 
message, I was searching for my lost AZ-1 camera. I had already spent quite some 
while searching for it. But it was in that searching process that I found a long article I 
had written just the week before I began Diagrams in October 2007. 

I realised that if I combined that paper with the long paper I had written to send to 
von Lucadou, the two together gave quite a good general overview of much of our 
research, strongly suggestive of both destiny and design. It was only a day or so after 
this ‘find’ that I installed the new UHV TV aerial and the first programme I watched on 


1 See Mary, Daughter of Elohim and Angels or Demons? 


2 Jenny found herself wondering where exactly Freiburg was and wanted to check the spelling as 
she typed this around 2.25 pm. She opened an atlas. It is situated where France, Germany and 
Switzerland meet. The nearest geographical feature to the town is a hill. It is indicated on the map at 
557. Is this another Code? For unlike almost all other workers in this field, Walter von Lucadou is a real 
scientist, not a psychologist. He is a physicist whose field of research for his D.Phil was strikingly close to 
my own. 11.18.48 17* June 2007. 


Al Jazeera had a David Frost interview with Nassim Nicholas Taleb about his book 
Black Swans and the question of “What is random?’. However the Black Swan theme 
then continued in an amazing string of coincidences, for the next ten days, sometimes 
with its cross-linkages back to earlier events in my life, but at other times very much 
relating to the here and now. It was as though Something was saying “I’ll show you 
what random is not !” 

So I felt I had been led to begin Volume 3 around this theme and then the link back 
to earlier elements in my life. Events decades back in the past weave back and forth, 
very much, to the now. Once again, in July 2007, with his timely return to New 
Zealand, John Ashworth re-emerged in the latest act of the play, complete with his own 
Black Swan theme and with more of his “House of Windsor’ connections. He is the 
unbeliever who provides the very evidence which he refutes as having any deeper 
meaning. In the play, it could be anybody in that part but his character has been given 
a larger role than most. Perhaps that is because we know few English people in New 
Zealand, and so many of the links have to go back to England. But then, was the stage 
not set with John and me meeting in Devon one day in 1991, three years before we each 
independently chose to emigrate to New Zealand, each with a New Zealand wife called 
Jenny. 

Many other people have crossed our path over the last two decades, most just as 
extras in the play, transient and fleeting. It was always their choice whether to try to 
comprehend something much greater than themselves, much deeper than the trivia of 
everyday life. 

But John has been in my life longer than almost any of these people. 

On 224 July 2007, I found myself writing for a long time about royal destiny. Once 
again the ideas flowed as I sought to summarise a little of the evidence for coherent 
design in the history of the Kings of England, and especially the Princes of Wales. Was 
it chance that I came to write it that morning, just after the spirit of Mary Magdalen had 
spoken yet again? Was it another little joke from God? Was it His Inspiration that was 
linking Mary to a line of kings, just a different line than Dan Brown had hypothesised in 
The Da Vinci Code. What is more, the link was not through the blood royal, but the spirit 
divine. 

For the first spirit from ancient times to link to me through Jenny’s mind was that of 
Mary Magdalen; the first spirit from modern times was that of the Duke of Windsor. 
And is it just chance that the one experience common to me and to the Duke of Windsor 
was going up to Oxford? In 1912, he went up to Magdalen College. In 1965, I went up 
to Worcester. The full appellation of Magdalen College is The College of St. Mary 
Magdalen in the University of Oxford. 

And so that morning I wrote ‘as the spirit led me’ and continued the next morning. 
Then I realised that what I had written was a new initial section for this book. It sets the 
scene for a discussion of destiny and design from an examination of the signs amongst 
the highest in the land. Is it intended to be a powerful reminder that, in the end, even 
kings and queens are answerable to God? 

And hence I returned to the Black Swans of Al Jazeera, the threads of destiny in my 
own life, and the strange way that, initially through railways, they had been 
intertwined with the line of kings. The threads in my life were woven principally 
through railways, chemistry, Oxford and wastewater treatment. The threads of destiny 
connect from the Untouchables, the sewage workers, to the Brahmins of British society, 


indeed to the Royal House itself. This book traces one major theme in destiny from a 
bleak evening in Manchester in March 1961, to a shop in Conway in March 2006, when 
everything became crystal clear. There was no doubt about this final warning for this 
Prince of Wales. 

These books, under the overall title Fragments of an Outer Mind cover three separate 
aspects of our research. Volume 1, The Diagrams of Truth, establishes the connection 
between four supposedly unconnected major world disasters, through the Codes of 
space and time, with the emphasis being on prophecy. Volume 2, The Confirmation 
Codes, shows the active contemporaneous development and confirmation of those 
Codes in the months following my writing of Volume 1, thus adding further weight to 
my theories concerning the reality of Intelligent Design and synchronous, external 
interaction. 

Finally, Volume 3 moves from the global to the personal level, but with the theme of 
destiny now paramount. And in each book, all the time, in the here and now, there is 
the concurrent interaction in our world of space and time, the Source of Intelligence 
today, warning inexorably of the tomorrow to come - for all. 

As I finish this final revision of this Introduction, I realise that today is 13'' August 
2007, a date which cross-connects through space and time. In death, the Kings of 
England and Egypt were cross-linked in time and space. The body of King Edward VIII 
returned to England on 2™4 June 1972 to lie in state in Westminster Hall for 3 days 
before being buried at the Royal Burial Ground at Frogmore. Barely a mile away were 
the artefacts from another royal tomb, some 3322 years more ancient. The exhibition 
was taking place at the British Museum of the Treasures of Tutankhamun. It was on 
13 August 1972 that I visited that exhibition and first set eyes on the golden funeral 
mask of Tutankhamun, the highlight of the show. Was it just chance that the second 
spirit of antiquity to be brought to me was that of Ankhsoun-pa-Aten, the wife of this 
same Tutankhamun? On 13'* August 1997, the spirit of the Duke of Windsor returned 
to warn Fayed of the error of his ways concerning the impending auction. 

Was it destiny that the royal lines of Windsor and Akhetaten had to cross-connect in 
1972 in London? Was it just chance that it was also the year I finished my D.Phil in 
Oxford? It took me another thirteen years to find my destiny, the field of research 
where I could make a real contribution. 

My field of research at Oxford was photoelectron spectroscopy. I studied the 
interaction of light with matter. My real destiny was to do research and get results in 
that most difficult of fields, the interaction of the ultimate Light, Lux Aeterna, with 
what passes for matter in the minds of man. 

These three books constitute proof of the existence of God, the ultimate Source of 
Intelligent Design. QED. 


Endnote: 

I had just finished tidying up the last few paragraphs when Jenny shouted from the 
kitchen, “277 isn’t anything, is it? I just felt 1 should look at the power meter.” I wrote 
it down and worked back the first numbers from what I knew I had last seen on it 
yesterday - 67007.6 - Great Western. So now it must be 67027.7. 

“No, “ I said. “277 is nothing. But 0277 is an anagram of 2077.” And I was about to 
write the chapter on Cracking the Code when, instead, I got to re-edit the Introduction to 
explain why it now starts with Royal Threads. The vital importance of Code 2077 will 


become clear only as this book nears its end. 

I photographed the ‘anagram’ reading with these yellow highlighted amendments to 
the Introduction in the first print-off of Kismet, and was putting the camera down when 
my eye was drawn to the rainbow rays cast brightly on the large copy of one of John 
Martin’s paintings which hangs on our sitting room wall. The rainbow was focussed 
just below the angel carrying a soul to the Celestial City. For very many years, until 
1994, the original of that picture hung in the Birmingham City Art Gallery. 

I moved fractionally, and my eye caught another rainbow reflected off the side of our 
translucent obelisk, our representation for the ‘Sentinel of Eternity’. It was 
manufactured on 23'4 June 2006 for us to use at a psychic fair, trying to promote our 
books and our research. 

I had no sooner photographed that than Jenny shouted, “It’s 503 on the cooker!” - the 
Code for The Diagrams of Truth. 1 took more photographs. Back in the sitting room, my 
eye was drawn to a banana box with lots of files in it. The printed label carried the 
number 2507. I suddenly thought, “That must be the time now on the cooker.” Picking 
up my watch, again I went back to photograph the time. It was 506, Founder’s Day, but 
within seconds it changed to 507 at 10.28.....2228 - 2.2557. 

The Codes roll ever on, ever cross-connecting. Jenny had been washing a few dishes 
and suddenly got the idea to check the power meter. And so that sequence came about. 
“You make it fit,” the pathetic skeptics will cry. Well, it does fit. As a scientist, I just 
choose not to ignore the evidence. What a great pity there are not more scientists like 
me, truly worthy of the name. For few scientists of today really seek to know about 
what really matters in this world, that there is Something outside it, some greater 
external reality. 

With some justification, after 22.82 years, I can truthfully say ‘Scio’, I know. Scio is 
the root of the word ‘scientist’, if not the root of many scientists’ ambitions today. 


Book 3775 12t June 2007 


Part I 


Royal Threads 


in Space and Time 


1.A Royal Visit To Epsom 


The communication from the spirit of the man who had once been Edward VII was 
a totally spontaneous one. One Sunday night in November 1989, we had been talking 
about his having something in common with me. We both went to Oxford. He went 
up to Magdalen in 1912. I went up to Worcester College in 1965. Later it was to 
transpire that we had something else n common. We both had reason to remember 12‘ 
May. In 1957, it was the day he should have been crowned. It was my birthday, the 
day I was born in 1947. That conversation had in turn been triggered by something I 
had read about that day in one of the Sunday papers. 

Jenny seemed tired and drifted off to sleep on the sofa, or so I thought. Then she 
began to ‘talk in her sleep’, but it was only then I realised she was speaking in a trance’. 
A spirit from someone dead was using the mechanism of her mind to speak to me and 
warn someone else through me. It was clear right from the start that it was the Duke of 
Windsor. 

In essence, he wanted me to write a birthday letter to the Prince of Wales, warning 
him of the dangers of listening to his advisers. And he spoke of himself and his regrets 
for the fateful decision he had made in 1936, a decision he regretted until the day he 
died. It all was so incredibly timely. The 41s birthday of the present Prince of Wales 
was but two days off. 


12.33 am 12/11/89 
I know now the error of my ways, but given it over again, I would probably do the same 
thing. I am not strong enough. 

But, when I look at them all now - I weep. Would I have done any better? Could I have 
produced heirs who so go against all the principles of the monarchy? 

They were high handed over a question of divorce. Who were they to say what is right and 
wrong in God's eyes? Why do those self-same offices of state and church not speak out now 
against the plummeting moral and ethical values of the heirs? 

I had thought the heir apparent had something about him - in some ways a little like me. But 
were he my son, I would now be disappointed. I am not the one to judge, for I too, through 
weakness, made an error of choice. But I was not given the positive offer of help and guidance 
which he was. 

I believed I was doing what was right - for myself, my wife and my country. I remained true 
to the first two - and was led to believe I was doing what the country wanted. I was concerned, 
though, that I put my own happiness before my people. I did not see at the time, I could combine 
both. It was a very difficult decision - a decision I paid for over and over again. I adored her, 
maybe was blinded by that. It was stormy, but I had made my decision, and stuck by its 
consequences. 

Could I have done any better than he? Could my wife have done better than his, who still is? 
Tam so sad. My love for a woman prevented me from guiding this nation. 

Yet, when I look, I was leant on then. I would have been leant on in all major things, I am 
sure. It is easy to be wise afterwards. Does strength come from wisdom, or wisdom from 
strength? I had little enough of either. My poor, poor nation. I abandoned you, my people. I 
am sorry. Do any of you know what it cost me? Do any of you know what it has cost you? 

Is it the new line? Or is it the times: 
I loved her - I was true to that. Iam sorry. 1.07 am 


He is a very sad man - very sad. Jenny found herself crying, though this was in fact 
him. He felt somehow that some new blood might have helped and been better than 
the old staid English inter-married lot with all the hangers-on from the same 
background. She couldn't grasp the exact words but felt the sentiment. Suddenly she 
felt very sad, very, very sad. “I think he saw through her”, Jenny said. “'Loved' was in 
the past tense”. 1.11.44 am 

It's Now or Never is playing loudly next door. 'Tomorrow will be too late'. There 
was a reference to Ankhsoun too - I couldn't get hold of it - he knows the parallels too. 
She loved and took the consequences. 

Then the former King continued: 

Just like that queen from long ago....that queen who loved and remained true in that, even 
up until now. But through her choice of love, rather than what was right for the nation, sowed 
the seeds of decay. And as with her, history tried to erase the memory. I do not exist for the 
present incumbents, just as she did not exist for succeeding dynasties. But you cannot put out 
the light on history. Whoever existed, existed. Whoever acted, acted. Whoever failed to act, 
didn't act. Whatever decisions were made, whether for good or ill, were made. And whatever 
consequences befall, these affect the people who follow. 1.17 am 


And though the people may try to erase the memories of these facts, or twist them to their 
own ends, they still existed, as they existed. 1.18 am. 


The sounds of the song Wooden Heart come through the stone wall. It is being played 
by someone in the Edwardian semi-detached cottage next door. 


Listen to the song. It would have been easier if I had had a wooden heart. It wouldn't have 
broken so easily. I break it now, over my people. I felt I abandoned them. But they abandoned 
me - over dubious principles, principles they accept so freely now, and worse, far far worse. 

Funny how history repeats itself throughout the nations, throughout the times. He has but so 
little time left, so, so, little time...... She is finished, she who is afraid of my memory. Sad that a 
little girl, though prim even then, becomes so bitter, so cold, and so little in tune with her people. 
And her sons.....look at them! And her daughter, who is like a son! He has so little time. And 
he wastes it! 

How I would have liked to have been able to guide him. Maybe I could if he would but listen, 
but listen to you.... He makes the same mistakes as me. Advisers.... Hmm.... They play on your 
weakness, and make you weaker, so what strength you do have to stand up for what is right, is 
eroded. And you become not sure any more of what is right. He listens far too much to that 
scum. 

Would I could treat him as a son. I would take him by the shoulders and shake him hard, and 
say to him "Look around you....not just at the superficial structures. Look hard around you. 
You are privileged, and you don't realise how much until you no longer have it. People should 
look to you, but you are too wrapped up in your own ideas.” 


He continued speaking directly to the present Prince of Wales: 


I have made your mistakes. I speak to you from bitter experience. Wake up and look 
around.....and listen to those who genuinely try to help YOU to understand. And treat with 
contempt all the crawlers, all those false advisers who, in truth, seek only to help themselves. I 
could have used some honest advice. You have been given honest advice, but choose to ignore it. 
Don't be a fool! Kings become kings or not by their actions or inactions, not just by their birth. 
I know.... There is little time for you to make your decisions and then to act on them. 


My birthday wish to you, on this, the 41st anniversary of the birth of the Heir Apparent - and 
I stress 'apparent' - is that you will find within yourself the wisdom and strength to look beyond 
your privileged world to the wisdom and strength of God. For only in this, can you chart a 
course through the treacherous and troubled waters of these times to reach your inheritance. I 
would not wish exile on anyone - not from their nation, and especially not from God. 

That is all, my son. I call you that as I put a hand on your shoulder to try and guide you with 
the wisdom and strength I have gained. It is in your hands as, in truth, it was in mine. 'Once 
to every man and nation, comes the moment to decide.....'!_ And what each decides, he lives with 
until death, and beyond. My moment came and went. Yours is now and has almost passed. Be 
strong and true! 

Don't listen to the wrong people, those who would destroy you as surely as they almost 
destroyed me....and my people with them. 

Happy birthday! I feel it is your last without a heavy burden on your shoulders. God can 
lighten the load - if you have faith and strength. 1.46.05 am 


2. Design and Destiny 


The next morning, I followed up a ‘chance’ meeting with a woman I had met at a 
car boot fair in Epsom. ‘On spec’ I had asked for her phone number. I had bought a 
printer ribbon for 50p to Tryon ? our Juki 6100 printer. That was how we printed our 
books in those days. We did not have the luxury of a laser printer. We did not move to 
those giddy heights of technology until Jenny’s employer, an American security firm,* 
Mosler, closed down in 1993 and we got their old Canon LBP4. 

The spirit of Edward VIII spoke on the Sunday night. On the Monday morning, I 
remembered the printer ribbon. A test showed that it fitted perfectly. Perhaps we 
would soon be printing off some books. I rang the woman to ask how many she had. 

“T’ve got a few boxfuls,” was her response, “Probably a couple of dozen”. 

“OK, I'll have the lot. Where do you live?” 

“Woking,” was the reply. She gave me her address. 

So, half an hour later I was on the M25 on my way to collect the box of printer 
ribbons. It was only much later that I saw the link, powerful evidence of destiny and 
external design. It was as I drove down by the LSWR main line back to the town centre 
that the Voice told me to look for a bookshop. Ironically, it was the line to Portsmouth, 
the destination for Edward VIII's last journey after his abdication broadcast on 11 
December 1936. Of course, he went by car to Portsmouth, with Walter Monckton, a 
trusted member of the royal establishment. HMS Fury was waiting. To all the sailors, 
he was still King. It was the last time he was ever treated as King. Officially, he was 
now Prince Edward, Duke of Windsor. 

What had put the idea into my head of looking in a bookshop. Had the same 
Source of Intelligence also inspired the bookshop owner to do his part so that I might 
find the next clue in what we used to call ‘Ra’s treasure hunt’? Just around the corner 
from the railway, I saw a secondhand bookshop, in Stanley Street. Parking the car, I 
walked back to see what I could find. There was no need to scour the shop, search all 
the shelves. The clue was neatly laid out for me. Whereas almost all the books had the 
normal spine facing arrangement, two were face on. 

One was entitled 'IN ROYAL SERVICE ' - Letters and Journals of Sir Alan Lascelles 
From 1920 To 1936. He had been Private Secretary to the Prince of Wales between 1920 


3 Was this an odd mistake for Jenny to make? I’d written to try on. Kanga Tryon was the rather 
negotiable ‘friend’ of Prince Charles who also came to an untimely end. 


4 And it is only as I write this that I see the significance of those very words, for whilst Jenny was 
working for an American security firm in Epsom, I was working for an ‘American Security Firm’ near 
Bedford. I was running the sewage works at RAF Chicksands, better called Chicksands Air Force Base. It 
was there to ensure American security. I was officially part of a ‘USAFE squadron’, an environmental 
officer. That spy station was supposed to detect all threats to America, but only I picked up the one that 
mattered. Is it all part of the web of destiny, God’s little jokes, the precision of the pointers of the Ancient 
of Days? One day I came across a pile of Mosler safes in a warehouse at Chicksands ‘en passant’. But 
only today, 224 July 2007, do I see the link in Jenny’s job to American security! She had pointed out to 
me a note in this chapter - ‘Expand’. And so I came to write this at 12.56.06, after a morning of warnings 
of the future for America, God’s Justice for what it has done to Iraq. An interesting little aside from 
Mosler’s literature is their claim that one of their safes withstood the bomb blast at Hiroshima and was 
intact in spite of being in the blast area. 


and 1929. It is the private secretary who writes down the words of the king or prince 
and conveys them to the intended recipient - usually in the form of a letter. This was an 
account by the very man who had indeed written down the very words of Prince 
Edward himself all those years ago. 

That was exactly what I had done the night before. I had acted as his Private 
Secretary and written down his words from beyond the grave. It was powerful 
circumstantial evidence for the authenticity of his communication. But was it not also 
evidence of destiny and design? For the name of the town, Woking, is a homophone for 
WOE-KING. That would sum up King Edward VIII (almost dictated), a man whose face 
was never not tinged by sadness over the last thirty-five years of his life. But I saw that 
link only later. 22/7/07 


3. Neither Princess nor Duchess 


The other book was a railway book, The Harrow Railway Disaster, another link to 
prophetic knowledge. My attention had been drawn to that book a few days before the 
Clapham train crash.° But there are many other links, not the least being the name of 
the Editor at Souvenir Press who nine months later told me that I had a saleable book in 
my ‘Disaster Coincidences’ proposal. Her name was Tessa Harrow, but the problem 
was that she thought that for the book to sell it had to have a happy ending. 

But was that railway disaster book not echoing the warnings of the message which 
the Duke of Windsor had asked me to convey to Prince Charles? The train engine on 
the 7.55 am down Liverpool and Manchester express was the newly rebuilt Pacific 
46202. She had spent twenty years officially unnamed, but colloquially called ‘the 
turbomotive’. She was a unique trial of the steam turbine principle on Britain’s 
railways. She was the third ‘Princess’. Her two shed-mates, or should that be stable- 
mates, 46200 and 46201, of 1935, were conventional reciprocating, 4-cylinder Pacifics. 
They were named for two generations of the royals. 6200 was named The Princess Royal 
after the daughter of Queen Victoria and 6201 Princess Elizabeth after the seven year old 
daughter of the Duke and Duchess of York. Then came the turbo-motive, built on 
Princess frames and with Princess boiler and firebox but instead of four cylinders, she 
had two turbines, the left hand one for forward, the smaller, right hand one for reverse. 
She was quieter than her sisters. With her, there was no chough, chough, chough as she 
set off. She had mixed success. She was different. For years she ran up and down the 
West Coast Main Line mainly on Euston-Liverpool expresses. But her being different 
led to maintenance problems. The War years saw her in store for much of the time. 
After the War, her turbines needed renewing. That was deemed too expensive so she 
was to be rebuilt as a conventional Pacific. But since the early days of The Princess 
Royal, things had moved on. No longer was there the nightmare of four sets of 
Walschaerts © valve gear and the very awkward maintenance of the inner pair. The 
Coronations of 1937 had inside cylinders whose valve timing was controlled by rocking 
levers for the outside gear. But the Coronation parts didn’t quite fit. And so 46202 
emerged as a hybrid. The Coronations were the exact opposite of the Great Western 
Kings, whose outside pistons and cylinders were so much easier for the railway 
modeller. 

One glance shows her not to be a real Princess. The cylinders break the line of the 
running plate. Gone is the classic Princess steam pipe which feeds the outside 
cylinders. But nor is she a Duchess, for there are no smoke deflectors, and no Duchess 
or City name on the boiler. To carry on the theme of the generations, begun by 46200 
and 46201, 46202 was given a name for the next generation. For, since 46201 had been 
named Princess Elizabeth, there had been born to this woman a daughter. That 
daughter’s name was commemorated in the new hybrid. 46202 was given the name 


5 See Predestination abc or A-Z? A Trainspotter’s Journey into the Paranormal. 


6 I shouted to Jenny “Not Walschments, it’s Walschaerts.” She had misread my scrawl. She called 
“What Welsh Guards?” “It is like dictating to bloody Dragon,” I said. I meant Dragon Naturally Speaking a 
computer programme which makes a passable attempt at my dictation but is a very poor replacement for 
a good typist. Then I realised the Welsh connection I had just made. The Red Dragon is the Welsh flag. 
12.02.25 24/7/07. 


Princess Anne, just before she emerged from the Crewe paint-shop at the end of August 
1952. There was by chance a colour photograph of the practically new 46202 ex-works, 
on August Bank Holiday, Monday, 31st August 1952, in Ron White’s Colour Rail 
catalogue. It is a most significant date. 

She was barely run in when she met her date with destiny at Harrow Station. She 
was heading north at around 60 mph with a pilot engine in front, Jubilee 4-6-0, 45637, 
Windward Islands. Only a minute or so before this down express reached Harrow, the 
driver of a very late up sleeper, missing a red in the fog, collided with the back of a 
Euston local, which had been diverted from the up slow to the up fast just before its 
Harrow Station halt. 

The Perth sleeper had at its head, a real Coronation Pacific, 46242, City of Glasgow. 
When that big Pacific hit the stationary local in Harrow Station, it came off the rails, 
keeling over on its side, blocking the down fast line. 

Barely a minute away was Princess Anne with her 400 tons of train moving at 60 
mph. In her path lay 150 tons of a recumbent, immovable Pacific. The impact came at 
8.18/2 on the station clock and produced a mountain of wreckage in the middle of 
Harrow Station. 

Was this terrible disaster an omen of disaster to come for this generation of Royals? 
It was the only engine named for a child of Queen Elizabeth II. They could have named 
one of the Britannia’s 7 after the Heir Apparent, but they didn’t. They were still naming 
them in 1958, with ANZAC and The Territorial Army. In fact, one Britannia went to the 
cutter’s torch never ever having been named. ‘Unnamed 47’ I called her, 70047. I 
suppose you could see 70008, Black Prince, as an inspired/ prophetic reference to the 
young Prince Charles. After all, he chose his future home in consultation with the ‘non- 
negotiable’ one. Highgrove is close to Tetbury. Its GPO phone code was 0666, when I 
lived in England. Its British Telecom one is still 1666. 

Why on earth should there be any link between a train crash, the worst ever in 
England, and the succession? The disaster came midway between the death of the old 
King, George VI, on 6 February 1952 and the Coronation of his daughter, Queen 
Elizabeth II, on 2"4 June 1953. And in that 6 February is a link to where I exist today. 
For 6! February is New Zealand Day (or Waitangi Day), a day when New Zealand 
remembers, usually acrimoniously, the signing of the Treaty of Waitangi between the 
Maori chiefs and the representatives of Victoria, the Queen Empress. I have never ever 
once heard any New Zealander refer to the fact that Waitangi Day is Accession Day for 
Queen Elizabeth II. The prayers set forth in the Anglican Book of Common Prayer for the 
anniversary of the Accession Day of the Sovereign are for 66 February. 

So are these odd coincidences of date indicative of design, of omens indicating a 
knowledge of the future? But there is more in Harrow linking to the House of 
Battenberg-Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, aka Windsor. 

The next “proper’ Princess, built in 1935, was 6203, named after the younger sister of 
Elizabeth of York, then five years old. Thus 6203 became Princess Margaret Rose. The 


7 They pinched the name Britannia for 70000, the first of the class of new BR Standard, built under the 
new nationalised British Railways. It was named to mark the Great Exhibition of 1951, a poor imitation 
of the real Great Exhibition of 1851, with its curious Crystal Palace link to Edward VIII. Prior to 1951, 
Jubilee, 5706, later 45706, had been called Britannia. It was renamed Express, the name going to the new 
BR Standard Class locomotive. And so, once again, there is 706, Crede Signo. The prominence of that 
Code will become clear later in this book. 


pilot engine to 46202, Princess Anne which had borne the brunt of the impact was totally 
wrecked beyond recognition. That was a Jubilee class 4-6-0, No. 45637, Windward 
Islands. It was cut up on the spot. This flesh and blood Princess Margaret in time 
became the object of much gossip with her ‘modern’ lifestyle and her string of lovers. 
Perhaps had the Queen and her dear Mother not forced her to put duty before love and 
allowed her to marry the divorced fighter pilot, Peter Townshend, she might not have 
ended up in the unsavoury company she did. Captain Townshend’s biography has a 
significant title, Time and Chance. But perhaps Townshend had a lucky escape. 


4.Four Weddings and a Funeral 


Princess Margaret’s son, Viscount Linley, who had recently sold off most of his 
mother’s prize possessions as well as her island paradise some while before, had chosen 
to marry on a date confirming a destiny link between railways and the Windsor’s. He 
chose the anniversary of Harrow, 8th October 1993 to marry Serena Stanhope. 

But wait! There’s more. As I said earlier, the Voice told me to read about the 
Harrow train crash one night a few days before the Clapham train crash. It was just 
before we set off for Brighton. The Clapham train crash too, was a multiple collision.§ 
The Editor of the Railway Gazette interviewed a few hours after that disaster, said “My 
first thought was of Harrow....” That crash came on 12.12.88.? 

And how did the Windsors choose to mark the anniversary of the harrowing 
Clapham train crash? They did it by consulting their spin doctors, of course. No one 
sees anything in silly omens, dates, anniversaries. The Duke of Windsor, in his message 
of 12 November 1989, had warned of the danger of all these advisers. In December 
1992, the ‘Annus Horribilis’ was drawing to a close. Not even a month had elapsed since 
Windsor Castle had burned, the very symbol, since 1917, of the House of Battenberg- 
Saxe-Coburg-Gotha. The Church of England refused to marry divorcees. Princess 
Anne’s first marriage was to Captain Mark Philips. He was born on 224 September 
1948 in Tetbury, Gloucestershire. Here is another 229 code linking to Apocalypse. They 
had married in Westminster Abbey on 14t November 1973, the birthday of her brother, 
although I doubt that was why it was chosen.!° Since 1987, Anne had been The Princess 
Royal. In contrast her children have no such status. They were to have no titles, in 
contrast to the children of Anne’s brothers.. But her marriage had long been a sham, 
when during 1989/1990 Anne’s name was linked to Commander Timothy Lawrence, a 
naval officer. 

The solution to the Princess’ problem lay north of the Border. The Church of 
Scotland had no such qualms about divorcees, so on 12'* December, the 4'» anniversary 
of the Harrowesque Clapham train crash, the marriage took place at Crathie Kirk of 
Princess Anne to Commander Timothy Lawrence. 

1992 was indeed an ‘Annus Horribilis’. Andrew Morton’s book Diana, Her True Story 
appeared in June 1992, just weeks after my trip to Luxor had given me indications of 
her early death. It exposed the sham which was the marriage of the Heir to the Throne 
and the existence of a long-time mistress. And on 20" November 1992, Windsor Castle 
burned to mark the wedding anniversary of the Monarch and her Greek husband. I 
remember that day well. I had been employed by Jenny’s American security firm’s boss 
to partition the downstairs area of the business unit they rented in an Epsom industrial 
estate. I was busy erecting the framing whilst I listened to Radio 4. The news bulletins 


8 The train involved was an up Bournemouth EMU set. It was the train on which I had left 
Bournemouth on my last visit there for a wastewater conference in 1979. It was 3"4 May, and the day 
Margaret Thatcher came to power. 


° The correct Dewey Decimal library code classification for our books is 212.1 - Existence of god, 
including proofs. 


10 But November 14*, 11-14, also happens to be 2.557. 


told of a fire at Windsor. Only Prince Andrew was present. Over the next few days, I 
built the rest of the wall to ‘do the writing’....For Belshazzar’s Feast is another painting of 
John Martin, with railway links and connections to Prince Andrew.!! But although the 
sign that day warned that the only hope lay through Prince Andrew and his daughters, 
that time has long since passed. Like his brother, he chose unwisely. He took the role 
of ‘Playboy Prince’ in preference to the stark alternative. Yes, we are indeed all actors 
on a stage, but never are we forced to play the fool. 

And was it just chance that the fire began in the private chapel, now relegated to a 
store room? Well, you can’t afford to waste a room when you have only a few hundred 
in your castle. It wasn’t needed anyway. And it was St. George’s Hall that burned, a 
symbol I now see for a second reason. For Elizabeth has presided over the total 
destruction of England during the past twenty-five years. That is the work of others, 
principally her governments under Thatcher and Blair. St. George is the patron saint of 
England. 


11 See Belshazzar’s Feast. 


5. The Eve of the Deluge 


But is there not a pattern in all this linking this generation of the royals to disaster? 
There is only one painting by John Martin in the Royal Collection. It dates from when 
members of the Royal Family were more intelligent, more cultured, when paintings 
mattered more than horses or corgis and their respective provenances. Prince Albert 
bought The Eve of the Deluge from John Martin, just a few years after Martin had painted 
The Coronation of Queen Victoria. That painting is owned by the Tate Gallery, but it is in 
store. It had never been on display. The mediocre works of Turner take precedence. 

The Eve of the Deluge is the forerunner to another of John Martin’s paintings, The 
Flood. The Eve shows a small group of people to the left, on a hillock looking at a 
darkened sky. Clear is a comet, a portent of doom. That painting had never been on 
public display either. John Martin was never an establishment figure in his own time 
and has never been since. Instead, the cognoscenti marvel at the works of Turner and 
‘Sloshua’ Reynolds. The Eve of the Deluge got as far as the basement for the 1947 
Exhibition of the King’s Pictures but was judged too large or too difficult to hang. It was 
not until January 1992 that the painting was put on public display in an Exhibition of the 
Queen’s Pictures. It was a most timely choice. January 1992 was indeed “The Eve of the 
Deluge’ for the House of Mountbatten-Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, a painting purchased by the 
founder of that House. It went on display at exactly the right time. The Annus 
Horribilis was just beginning for the less than merry wives of Windsor. 

Until Comet McNaught came in 2007, I had only ever once seen a comet. And even 
then I didn’t ‘see it’. We got up early on several mornings but we looked in vain. I 
pointed the camera to where it should have been. On one of those photographs, the 
comet is visible. That was Friday 8 February 2002. Princess Margaret died the next 
day. It was an uncanny link to The Eve of the Deluge painting. Her mother died six 
weeks later, on Easter Saturday, 30t' March, the day after we saw the film Enigma, at a 
cinema in Mission Bay. What is more, once again, the Weekly Telegraph edition codes 
fitted perfectly. A postcard was so memorable, the mother and the two daughters, their 
identical glitzy blue dresses. I called it The Three Witches. After all, is not Glamis their 
ancestral home. But now two are gone. 


6. Chance or Design ? 


Was it just chance that caused me to pursue the printer ribbons on the Monday, 
then go to Woking, a town of such an appropriate name? Was it chance that told me to 
go to look in a secondhand bookshop. Was it chance that caused the bookshop 
proprietor select those two books to put face outwards so I would find the next clues in 
my trail of discovery? Was it chance that caused Jenny, on that Sunday night in 
November 1989 to speak as though it was the spirit of the Duke of Windsor? Or was it 
as the ‘experts’ in all matters of the mind, the psychologists, would have it, just another 
“secondary personality disorder’ with Jenny, to add to the other two? And how was it 
that the “secondary personalities’ managed to appear with such precision in time and 
space? 

Is it really Dawkins ‘goddess of chance’ that is responsible for all this, his Blind 
Watchmaker, coupled with mental illness on Jenny’s part? Or is it all evidence of the 
existence of the God who led Akhenaten to the site for his new city, the God who sent 
Christ to warn, the God who inspired painters like John Martin and Constable, 
musicians like Handel and Purcell, Vaughan William and Elgar, writers like 
Shakespeare, Swift, Morgan Robertson, George Orwell and Nevil Shute? So much of 
this evidence of design I can only see with hindsight, for I do not know what is to come. 
Only with the passage of time do I see the precision of the Grand Design. 2.36.45 

Did Edward VIII have to come and warn Prince Charles as his 41% birthday 
approached, in between his years 40 and 41? In 1913, the Great Western Railway Works 
at Swindon had authorisation for a new batch of ‘Saint’ 4-6-Os. But instead they built a 
batch of ‘Stars’,!* their most powerful class of 4-6-0s. They built five in that batch. They 
were named for the five children of King George V - Prince of Wales, Prince Albert, Prince 
George, Prince Henry and Prince John. The numbers allocated were 4041-4045. So 4041 
became Prince of Wales. When it emerged from Swindon, he was still an undergraduate 
at Magdalen College, Oxford. 

Was I meant to get the incredible evidence for survival in the period 40-41 for 
Prince Charles, all proof of a message from the original ‘4041’? But did I not have to be 
a trainspotter to be able to crack the codes, to see the patterns in space and time? The 
full name of Magdalen (pronounced Maudlin)" is the College of St. Mary Magdalen in 


12 | discovered this extra little detail only a month ago in The Railway Magazine of March 2007. I 
found it on 13 April, shortly after its arrival in New Zealand. It was an article more commonly found in 
Steam World. It was a 6-page article beginning on page 28, entitled A Galaxy of ‘STVRS’. But there was no 
illustration of 4041. The reason for the article’s appearance was to mark the 100" anniversary of the 
appearance of 4001, Dog Star from Swindon in February 1907. It was the first of a production batch of ten, 
all commemorating broad-gauge ‘Stars’ dating from 1839-41. Now there is also in that another little 
coincidence which I only see now as I dictate this note to Jenny. That first emergence of a Star 4-6-0 could 
be called the ‘rising of Sirius’, for Sirius is the Dog Star. And it is the heliacal rising of Sirius that is of 
importance in the Codes of Destiny, for it marked the onset of the Flood in Ancient Egypt. (17.40, 234 
July 2007). I looked at my watch to check the time and saw it change from 17.40 to 41, another 40-41. For 
more links, also see The Watch Gods. 


13 There was a significant qquestion on the Australian TV programme, Who wants to Be a Millionaire? 
on 20 July 2007. The question asked was: Which of these words derives from Mary Magdalen, A. 
Mopey, B Miserable, C Morose, D Maudlin. It is perhaps significant that it was the closest date to the 


the University of Oxford. The spirit of the real Mary Magdalen came to us in like 
manner to that of the spirit of the Duke of Windsor. Since the external evidence for the 
Duke of Windsor is so compelling, is it not suggestive that the story of Mary is also 
true? And so many meaningful coincidences in my wastewater work over the years 
1997-2005 served also to authenticate her story and her warnings. Yet more came this 
morning. 

And I have written these chapters today, 22°4 July 2007, only because Jenny asked 
me to write a full paragraph. That’s the point she had got to in typing up the 
corrections to the first ever draft copy of the early version of this book. 


Feast Day of Mary Magdalen in the Christian Churches, but more of that soon. The date of that edition of 
Millionaire was 20-7-7 a sequence which is also very significant for a reason which will become clear 
towards the end of this book. 


7.Four Impossible Princesses 


Today 224 July, is the day when the Christian Church is supposed to remember 
Mary Magdalen, but it is not a feast day now. It was, briefly, in Cranmer’s First Prayer 
Book of Edward VI in 1549. But she was deleted entirely from the Second Prayer Book of 
1552. The Book of Common Prayer of 1660 restored her partially as a ‘day’ but not a feast 
day. The revisers were cognisant that, in 591, Gregory the Great had declared Mary a 
prostitute and so she could not be remembered on a level with all the “good disciples’ - 
Peter, Luke, Andrew, John, etc. 

Mary’s story came to us by another railway line, the North Wales Coast main line. 
The express of note in that case is The Irish Mail. It ran from Euston, through Harrow, to 
Holyhead. The English know it is pronounced Hollyhead but one New Zealander 
travel agent recently called it Holy Head. Is this another link to the head which once 
was crowned with thorns? That train was for decades pulled by a Royal Scot 4-6-0, but 
in the early 60s, the Princess Pacifics were spare, having been displaced by the new, oil 
guzzling diesels. Once again, Britain succumbed to the pressure of the ‘special 
relationship’. Britain went from steam to diesel at great cost, only to eventually 
electrify. It followed America, where oil is king. Germany and France made the more 
intelligent decision and more slowly went from steam to electric, with diesels only on 
minor routes. 

And it was in 1960, I was once woken by a Princess in the night on the up Irish Mail 
beside that same line. Mary came beside that line at Conway; in 1960 our caravan was 
beside that line between Rhyl and Prestatyn. And nine months later, in March 1961, I 
was to get my ‘Impossible Princess experience’, a strange prophecy of my psychic 
research to come. 

For now there are the stories from beyond the grave of three ‘impossible 
princesses’. There is Ankhsoun-pa-Aten, daughter of Pharaoh, who was sent to us in 
June 1986, only months after Mary. But Mary came in wild places - a caravan perched 
between sea and mountains, a place akin to Galilee, the caravan a symbol of the vagrant 
life she had with Christ. In contrast, Ankhsoun came in the quiet opulence of a flat in 
Chelsea, a place long associated with the kings of England, if not with their later 
German successors. 

As for the third princess, do not the Catholics call the Virgin Mary the Queen of 
Heaven. That makes her son a prince, although there is a sort of confused double-think 
where they also call him King of Heaven. And is not the wife of a prince, the Heir 
Apparent, a princess, unless in fear of public wrath, she becomes a mere duchess? So, 
as Mary was the wife of Christ, if not by any deed of man, does not that make her a 
princess, according to the titles bestowed by the earthly descendent of St. Peter in ‘the 
Eternal City’? 

The spirit of King Edward VIII came in an Edwardian cottage in Epsom, behind 
Coronation Cottages, built in 1911. It was to mark this coronation that he was himself 
invested Prince of Wales at Caernarvon Castle on 13 July 1911. 

Diana’s spirit came to us in September 1997 in that house just to the south of 
Auckland. It has no royal connections or connections of any other kind. I came upon a 


brass plaque in a demolition yard which sums up so much of New Zealand - “Nothing 
happened here in 1897’. 


8. Recessional 


But in 1897 something had happened in England. It was Queen Victoria’s Diamond 
Jubilee. The Empire was at its peak. Was it not God who caused the archetypal 
Englishman, Rudyard Kipling, to write Recessional? 


Far called our navies melt away 

On dune and headland sinks the fire 
Lo all our pomp of yesterday 

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre 
Judge of the Nations, spare us yet 
Lest we forget 

Lest we forget. 


But man in general has forgotten and the English certainly have. Now their army 
has been instrumental in causing the mayhem of Iraq where once stood Nineveh. That 
poem was published in The Times on 17* July 1897. Exactly on its 20 anniversary, the 
House of Windsor was born, on 17 July 1917. It was Lord F.....’s idea. They didn’t 
want a repeat of the Russian Revolution in Britain. Britain was involved in a colossal 
war with Germany. German pork butchers’ shops had been ransacked. The German 
origin of Britain’s royal family was only too evident. The Kaiser and the King were 
cousins, as was the unfortunate Tsar of all the Russia’s. A cutting of ties with the 
Fatherland was definitely desirable. Thus the house of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha became, at 
the stroke of a pen, the House of Windsor - how very English. And lots of other 
ambitious men followed suit. One Louis Battenberg became Louis Mountbatten. His 
persistence ensured a Greek-German mate for the young Princess Elizabeth. No 
wonder he was given the honour of a full State Funeral on his death. Churchill’s was 
perhaps merited; Mountbatten’s most definitely not! But not to be outdone, Charles 
had to fulfil his destiny. If he was to become king, he could at least behave like one. 
Uncle Dickie, before he met his untimely end, had given him a lot of valuable advice 
about how to treat women. Its wisdom was questionable but it was fun while it lasted. 


9. Strange Connections 


The Duke of Windsor died on 28th May 1972, his long exile finally over. And it is 
only in coming to live in New Zealand that I have really understood what exile feels 
like. But the land from which I am exiled, the England I knew in the 50s and 60s, even 
70s, isno more. Iam an exile in both space and time. 

Edward, Prince of Wales had three mistresses, essentially sequentially. He 
preferred the ‘safety’ of married women. He met the woman who was to be his long 
term mistress, for the next fourteen years, Freda Dudley Ward, one night late in 
February, or early in March, 1918. 4 With her escort, one Buster Dominguez she had 
sought shelter in a house in Belgrave Square during an air raid. The Prince of Wales 
happened to be present and their host for the evening was one Mrs Kerr-Smiley. After 
the air raid, Freda Dudley Ward and her escort were invited to join the party. And it is 
a strange quirk of destiny that Mrs Kerr-Smiley was the sister of Ernest Simpson, for he 
was the man who was later to marry Wallis Warfield. That woman, then known as Mrs 
Simpson was the one for whom the Prince of Wales now elevated to King, would give 
up his throne in 1936. © And there is another element of destiny here. Much of my 
early research into spiritualism in London in 1985, was carried out at the Spiritualist 
Association of Great Britain, SAGB, at 33 Belgrave Square. So Belgrave Square for me 
is strongly associated with spiritualism and it is curious that the communication from 
the spirit of the man who was successively Prince of Wales, King Edward VIII and 
finally Duke of Windsor, was the one which was most strongly authenticated by 
meaningful coincidence in our physical world of space and time. 

Edward as Prince of Wales, had brief affairs with other women, but always there 
was Freda Dudley Ward and he did seem to be deeply attached to her. Although King 
George V’s other sons married, the eldest son upon whom the line of succession 
depended, remained devoted to Mrs Freda Dudley Ward. But around 1930, he took up 
with an American, Thelma, Lady Furness. But, the woman who cared for him most was 
the first. To the second, he was an ideal partner for the London social scene. What was 
it about Yanks that so fascinated him? Anyway, Mistress No. 2 lent him to Mistress No. 
3 whilst she was away in the States, but she didn’t imagine that the loan would become 
permanent. 


14 Edward VIII, Frances Donaldson, Weidenfield and Nicholson, London 1974. p 57 


15 At this point it, whilst editing this chapter, it occurred to me to check the date that Ernest Simpson 
married Wallis Spencer, as she then was. I had wondered if the date of her second marriage was 
significant she had married Earl Winfield Spencer on 8 November 1916. I came across an informative 
chapter in Duchess, the Story of Wallis Warfield Windsor, by Stephen Birmingham. The book doesn’t have 
an index so I flicked through it and it fell open at Chapter III, Husband Number Two. That chapter began 
with an extremely significant sentence. Wallace was granted her Virginia divorce from Win Spencer on 10% 
December 1927 some six months after her 31s birthday. It was to be ‘abdication day’ nine years hence. On the 
10 of December 1936, King Edward VIII signed the Instrument Of Abdication in order to be able to marry 
Wallis Simpson. That is another very strange coincidence. It was a little over 10 years after the Prince of 
Wales met Freda Dudley Ward at Ernest Simpson’s sister’s house, that Ernest Simpson married Wallis 
Spencer. They married in a ‘dingy registry office in Chelsea’, on 21% July 1928. It was probably Chelsea 
Town Hall. (Note added 9.46 - 101pm 12 August 2007.) 


On her return to London, she found that she had been replaced in the Prince’s 
affections by the one who cared for him least of all. The new mistress was the new 
Chatelaine at Fort Belvedere. This was a royal residence, a semi-folly, located near 
Virginia Water. It had been built by the Duke of Cumberland, brother of King George 
II. Again there is an unfortunate link. For Butcher Cumberland, was the Victor of 
Culloden, the man who finished the chances of the Young Pretender, the man who 
would have been King Charles III. 

And this woman, Wallis Simpson, was the one Edward finally married at the Castle 
of Condé on 34 June 1937. I did not realise that it was his diamond wedding 
anniversary when I registered my two company names with NZ Companies Office on 
3rd June 1997. I discovered that fact in a newspaper article a few days later. 3'4 June 
was also his father’s birthday. King George V’s accession day was 6 May 1910. 6th 
May was significant in my life for its being Founder’s Day at Bury Grammar School, a 
minor public school in Lancashire. 

I returned to Bury in July 2005, in my First Quest for Diana, only to find myself 
confronted by a car whose number plate was almost designed for me. I was in Bury, at 
the top of Bolton Street, just a little way down from the Parish Church of St. Mary the 
Virgin, where every 6 May we had gone for the Founder’s Day service. Directly 
opposite was a pub, The Duke of Clarence. He was the eldest son of Queen Victoria and 
Prince Albert. Although engaged to Princess Mary, he died before they were married. 
And so the Heir Apparent did not fulfil his destiny. That was when I saw a car coming 
towards me with the number plate M388BJC. My initials are BJC and, forty years ago, 
when I had my first car, I had a vague idea of acquiring a BJC plate. That was long 
before it became fashionable and when it was difficult to do, before it was just a 
question of money. And P O Box 388 is the address for our publishing company, Lux 
Aeterna.!6 

Is it just another little touch of the Artist’s brush that on the car numbers of my 
schooldays, registration letters were specific to places. Bury was EN and we took great 
delight in assuming that JED, the Latin Master’s car, was a car lacking in oomphh. Its 
registration plate HEN8 did not suggest a huge complement of horses beneath the 
bonnet. N, NA, NB, NC, ND, NE, NF were all boring Manchester plates. WL and JO 
were soon to be significant in my life as Oxford registrations. Q plates were temporary 
registration from overseas. Any plate with S was Scotland and I and Z plates were 
Irish. JC was perhaps the most significant of all, for it was allocated to Caernarvon 
where Edward was invested as Prince of Wales on 13'* July 1911. Charles duly 
followed in a copycat ceremony on 1* July 1969. It was also the 8 birthday of his 
bride-to-be. Her father was the 8 Earl of Spencer. 

The date was 26' July 2005, the exact anniversary of Charles being proclaimed 
Prince of Wales in 1958. The Book of Common Prayer was duly changed, complete with a 
new Royal Warrant, to mark that day nearly half a century ago. The Church of England 
both at Mattins and Evensong, could now pray for the Prince of Wales and not the 


16 388 factorises to 2.2.97, the Code for the End of the World. Today is NZ Herald Word Wall 2297 
with one of the words IRATE; I, RA; I RATE. It also contains TERA, the name of the Egyptian Queen in 
The Jewel of Seven Stars. Was that not also an inspired choice of name by Bram Stoker, a little over a 
century ago, given the preoccupation of the world’s so-called security forces today? 


Duke of Cornwall. Sadly there has been no sign over these intervening 49 years that 
those prayers were particularly efficacious.!” 


1” J realise as I edit this paragraph that it is now 0007hrs on 26" July, 2007. The time was 0006 when 
I first saw the time. As I typed 49 years, I wondered when exactly will it be 49 years? When is 26 July? 
Then I realised it was today. That day was six minutes old. It changed to 7 minutes as I began to type 
this footnote. Is it a further pointer that Charles knew in advance about Diana’s planned execution? 
Perhaps Diana was not as paranoid as is made out. The theme of my visit on to the place of my 
schooldays on 26 July 2005 was Bury - The Impossible Princess. After all, it was exactly what they had 
done. The meaningful coincidences tell the truth contradicting the lies of evil men. 


10. The Tudor Princes of Wales 


There is another fascinating cross-connection between these two Princes of Wales, 
powerfully indicative of destiny and design. Wallis Simpson was unacceptable as a 
wife to Edward VIII for various reasons. The most obvious was that she was a divorcée 
and as such could not be married to the King in the Church of England of which the 
King was the Supreme Governor. 

Ironically the King of England had got the title of Supreme Governor as a result of 
another ‘unlucky’ Heir Apparent, Prince Arthur, 8" Prince of Wales, who married 
Katharine of Aragon on 14!" November 1501. He was the first Prince of Wales to marry 
in St. Paul’s Cathedral in London. His wedding date could be written 11.14.01. Prince 
Charles was the next Prince of Wales to be married in St. Paul’s. Wren’s new church 
had arisen, phoenix-like, from the ashes of the old one, for the Great Fire of London in 
1666 had razed Old St. Paul’s to the ground. Many saw that fire as God’s Judgement on 
the decadence of Restoration England and in particular the Court of King Charles II. 

On the King’s death in 1685, he was succeeded by his brother, King James II, who 
saw it as his duty to restore England to the ‘true faith’. It was not a wise counsel. The 
circumstances surrounding the birth of a son to his Catholic wife were in many ways 
the final straw. So the King was forced to flee. He was deemed to have abdicated on 
11th December 1688, the first English King ever to do so. He fled to Ireland, his attempt 
to restore England to Catholicism and the rule of the Pope in tatters. 

James Stuart, the man who might have been King James III, spent his life in exile, 
mainly in France. He made one attempt to regain his inheritance with the help of the 
Catholic Scots still loyal to Mary, Queen of Scots. But the Old Pretender failed in his 
quest of 1715. His son, Charles Edward Stuart, the Young Pretender, met with little 
more success in 1745. He really rattled the German King, George II, when the Jacobite 
army got as far as Preston. But in April 1746, it all came to an end at Culloden for the 
man who might have been King Charles III. All that is left is the songs and folklore of 
Bonnie Prince Charlie and Flora McDonald. Will ye no come back again? 

The second King of England to abdicate was King Edward VIII. He made his 
abdication broadcast on the very same date, 11" December 1936. The previous day he 
had signed the Deed of Abdication at Windsor Castle at 10 am on 10% December. 
Officially he was no longer King. But as far as the people were concerned, he was King 
until the broadcast on 11!" December. He was still King to the men of HMS Fury who, 
in the early hours of 12't December, carried him into exile. 

And so we have another cycle connection to 12'* December, the Clapham train crash 
and the second marriage of Princess Anne. 


11. An Unhappy Conjunction 


On 10% December 1992, as the Annus Horribilis drew to a close, all the papers 
carried the same front page story, the announcement the previous day of the separation 
of the Prince and Princess of Wales. The sham of their marriage could no longer 
continue. The final straw was ‘The Glums’!§ on their royal visit to Korea!? in November 
1992. The announcement in the House of Commons was made by the Prime Minister, 
John Major as he assured the nation that the royal separation had no implications for 
the succession to the throne.” 

Six months after Diana, Her True Story had emerged showing the fiction of the 
marriage of the Heir Apparent and his wife, there was an admission from the Palace 
that this was all true. It was in that book that the story had first emerged of Charles’ 
long-time mistress and confidante, Camilla Parker Bowles. Was this an indication of 
the precision of the spirit of Edward VIII? The parallels with Edward VIII in November 
1990, when he used the words “Heir Apparent and I stress Apparent...” were multiplying 
apace. Whereas Edward VIII preferred married women, Charles had been far more 
catholic in his tastes. One of his first had been a Brazilian socialite at Cambridge; then 
there had been a string of upper-crust, single English women as well as an actress or 
two. Well, they'd be good enough for King Edward VII. But the one who had captured 
his heart was soon married to someone else. And there was the Australian married 
woman who also found Royal favour. 

Was it another little flourish of the Artist’s pen that linked Diana to Wallis Simpson, 
another sign of destiny? She was duly divorced from Ernest Simpson during the course 
of 1936, with some publicity, but Wallis Simpson was not just an American divorcée, 
she was a twice-divorced American. Her first marriage had been to US Navy pilot, one 
Earl Spencer. Remember the name of Diana’s father? 


18 This reference in the British media had another overtone. As well as describing so well the 
expressions of the royal pair, The Glums was the title of a BBC Radio series from the 1950s. Ron and Eth 
were not a particularly bright couple! 


19 The crash of Korean Airlines Flight KAL801, on 6 August 1997, proved to be a key element in my 
web destiny that, on 16 August 1997, prophesied the death of Dodi and Diana. See our book The Diana 
Enigma, Volume 2 of Diana Daughter of Destiny 


20 By coincidence, he was MP for Huntingdon, twinned with Salon de Provence, home of 
Nostradamus, who became famous for his predictions of Royal doom. CI,Q35 predicted the death of 
Henry II and its subsequent link into the British line of kings. Another of his quatrains of 1555 predicted 
the Great Fire of London of 1666.rem 


12. Times Tudor with Strange Elizabethan Echoes 


As for the Church of England, its formation came because of royal lust and the 
determination of another King to raise Mistress to Queen. Prince Arthur married 
Katharine of Aragon on 14 November 1501. She was the youngest daughter of King 
Ferdinand II of Spain and Queen Isabella of Castile. Their first home together was in the 
Welsh Borders at Ludlow Castle. After all, Arthur was Prince of Wales. But on 24 
April 1502, he died, leaving the daughter of the King of Spain a young widow. But as 
ever the thread of destiny is strong, for it was his death which precipitated the break 
with the Church of Rome. On 24 April 2005, the pre-penultimate Roman Emperor 
died. Pope John Paul II was called to God’s Judgement. The death of a Pope and the 
subsequent Conclave is the story of Dan Brown’s lesser known but better novel, Angels 
and Demons. It seemed to be insomnia caused me to start reading that novel on 13% 
February 2005, not long before the real Pope died. But was it more than just insomnia 
that woke me early that morning? Angels and Demons is a book of codes and secret 
messages, conveying truths between scientists amongst priests. One key number is at 
the heart of the novel, DIII. Robert Langdon explained to Vittoria in the Vatican Library 
how DIII can be can be considered as a code and understood as a Roman number 503. 
But it can also be a reference to a heretical third work by Galileo, The Diagrams of Truth. 
This work is fictitious, a creation by Brown, yet it is an inspired choice. Even the page 
numbers in that novel at that point fit precisely with our codes of destiny, but that is 
only the case in the British Empire edition, not the American edition. 

Was Brownr’s novel inspired throughout? For the time interval between the two 24 
Aprils, the death of Prince Arthur and of Pope John Paul, is precisely 503 years. Prince 
Arthur’s death at Ludlow left Katharine a widow. So, what of the alliance with Spain? 
There was a long delay before Rome could give an answer. The delay was caused by 
the Grim Reaper calling twice in quick succession for God’s representative on earth. 
The Fisher was translated from the throne of St. Peter to meet St. Peter face to face. 
Whether the Gates of Heaven were opened, we cannot know. For Alexander VI, the 
Borgia Pope, it seems unlikely. Of his short-lived successor, Pius III, it is a more open 
question. Did it have to be 1503? Did 1503 have to be the year of the three Popes to fit 
the threads which would be pulled together 500 years later? 

And so came to the throne of St. Peter’s Pope Julius I, a Pope who would build a 
new St. Peter’s and establish the Swiss Guard. The Foundation Stone for the new 
Basilica was laid on 18 April 1506. The Conclave to elect a successor to Pope John Paul 
Il began on 18 April 2005, exactly one year off half a millennium, on in time. A 
thousand ages in Thy sight are like an evening gone indeed 

Two Popes had to be buried before 1503 came to at an end. The third Pope of 1503 
gave a dispensation for Henry to marry his brother’s widow, despite a certain passage 
in Leviticus.?! 

Prince Henry was Arthur’s younger brother, having been born at Greenwich on 28 
June, 1491. 22 was created 9th Prince of Wales on 18 February 1504. 23 Henry married 


21 Leviticus 18.16. “Thou shalt not uncover the nakedness of thy brother’s wife’. 


22 Once again there is a very strange quirk of destiny here spanning centuries, linking three Princes of 
Wales with the same problem, a common marital difficulty all relating to mistresses, divorce and 


Katharine on 11 June 1509. 24 She gave birth to a son in early February 1512. There is 
an illustration on The Great Tournament Roll of Westminster showing Henry jousting 
before Katharine at a tournament, held on 12‘ February 1512 to celebrate the birth of 
the young Prince. Henry’s surcoat and the trappings of his horse are resplendent with 
the initial “K’ for Katharine, woven through in gold thread. The child was christened 
Henry and named Prince of Wales, but he lived for only two months. His death was 
something of a mystery. Katharine then gave birth to a daughter, Mary on 18% 
February 1516. * But a daughter was no use to Henry VIII. Henry wanted a son and 
soon also, any woman he fancied. But it had to be an official son: no bastard would do 
here. He came upon one Anne Boleyn but, unlike Camilla, this lady played hard to get. 
“The throne or nothing, my Lord,” was her message to her sovereign. And so Henry 
determined to be rid of an inconvenient wife. With what similarity those words do echo 
down the centuries. 


succession. 28 June is ‘Destiny Day’ for both the 20th and 21st Princes of Wales. For Edward it was the 
28 June 1894, when the first ever Labour MP James Keir Hardy stood up in the House of Commons and 
made his uncannily accurate prediction of the future for the newly born heir to the throne. It took forty 
years to come to pass. Was not Keir Hardie inspired by God, despite the fury he provoked that day in the 
House of Commons? It was on 28 June 1990 that Prince Charles fell from his horse at Cirencester in a 
polo match. He broke his arm and in that breaking there was a very clear warning from God. See our 
book Belshazzar's Feast. for more details on these events which so clearly link these last two Princes of 
Wales over almost a century 


23 It was the anniversary of that day, 18th February, 1923, that Howard Carter opened the sealed burial 
chamber of Tutankhamun’s tomb. And sixty-three years later, Jenny and I were brought together by God 
at Wembley, as part of our destinies. So once again, the threads of destiny link the British Monarchy with 
Tutankhamun and our own psychic experiences. Two years later, on that very day, we opened our Gold 
of the Pharaohs exhibition in Waverley Market, Edinburgh. It was our second exhibition of Egyptian 
papyrus paintings. 


24 I checked this date on 26 July 2007 - Code 2677. The significance of this code will become fully 
apparent only towards the end of this book. That date, 11'* June, is fully significant in the Codes of 
Destiny for its links to the Rainbow and Ankhsoun, Daughter of Ra in 1986. Code 509 is the third 
element in The Diagrams of Truth Codes, 507..508..509. 


25 Note that here is another 18'" February. Is it not a strange quirk of destiny that his first surviving child 
should be born twelve years to the very day since he had been created Prince of Wales by his father, King 
Henry VII. 


13. The Kings Great Matter 


And so came Thomas More into the picture. The path of the former Lord 
Chancellor of England crossed with mine when I went to live in a company flat at 507A 
King’s Road, Chelsea. That was where I first had a feeling of déja vu. My parish church 
had once been his, about 360 years earlier. The More Chapel which he added, still 
stands, still original. The rest is rebuilt following the ravages of a German bomb in 
April 1941. I had thought when I discussed this in 1985 that it seemed to be evidence of 
the Hand of God. And more links to Thomas More had come when I went to New York 
in December 1985....all signs of destiny.”° 

Thomas More had been entrusted with the King’s Great Matter. The non- 
negotiable one must be placated. Thomas More’s task was to get the next Pope to 
dispense with his predecessor’s dispensation. He had to get it declared void. It was 
rather a futile hope. It was not a good time to get the Pope to dispense with the King of 
Spain’s daughter. For in 1527 Spanish troops had attacked Rome. The Pope had been 
forced to flee the Vatican through the secret tunnel to the Castel St. Angelo. 
Incidentally, this castle and this tunnel lie at the heart of the Angels and Demons story. It 
was where the delectable Vittoria lies helpless at the mercy of the Muslim Hassasin.”7 

The Pope, Clement VII, was not minded to agree to annul the marriage, to declare it 
invalid, to agree to the divorce of Catherine and the declaration of the grand-daughter 
of the King of Spain to be a bastard. As the Church of Rome would not agree to the 
demands of the King of England, a new Church of England, was founded, with the 
King as its Supreme Governor. 

Thomas Cranmer, the first Archbishop of the new Church of England, presided 
over the wedding of King Henry to Anne Boleyn on 25 January 1533. On 7th 
September 1533 the Princess Elizabeth was born, the woman who was to preside over 
the Elizabethan Age. The second Elizabethan Age has not shown such promise. 


26 On my return to Chelsea, on 27 March 2006, I took a long walk around the haunts of my past from 
1985-86. From Sloane Square, I walked down King’s Road, down Chelsea Manor Street, along Cheyne 
Walk to Albert Bridge and then along the embankment towards World’s End. I found myself at the 
statue of Thomas More outside Chelsea old Church at 11:17 p.m. Was that not Design? It just wasn’t 
design by me. 


27 At 11.11am on 14th November, 2005 I was standing at the photocopier doing a copy when I happened 
to glance up and see Jenny’s office calendar. It’s a ‘Cats of Rome’ 2002 calendar Jenny had left up on the 
wall to the right a little above the photocopier which had sent by her daughter, Nicki. She had bought it 
during a visit to Jenny’s aunt in Rome, an aunt who shares Jenny’s birthday, 16" February. Jenny had left 
it open at the August scene because she liked it. The cat is sitting beside the bridge over the Tiber, the 
bridge across which Robert Langdon hurries, trying to find and rescue Vittoria. In the background of the 
picture is the Castel San Angelo. I didn’t begin to read Angels and Demons until 13'* February 2005. 
That picture had been up on Jenny’s wall for over two years. Was she inspired to leave it there, because 
Something knew of its deep relevance to our future research? Had Nicki been inspired to buy it? And 
note the date and time I discovered it there on the wall. Code 11 11 is ‘Lest we Forget’ and 14th 
November 2005 was the 57th Birthday of Charles, Prince of Wales. The link to Rome was perhaps 
appropriate given his trek of homage on 8' April of that year. The trouble is that Charles has forgotten 
that God is real, beyond the influence of his sphere of manipulators, spin doctors and advisors. What 
Charles wants, Charles gets.... That is how it has always been.....But the signs suggest that it is time for a 
change. 


In 1535, Thomas More was executed on Tower Hill, on 6 July.28 He would not 
bow to the marriage. The King in his infinite mercy commuted the death sentence. 
Instead of being hung, drawn and quartered, his former friend could enjoy instead the 
quick despatch on the block by the executioner’s axe. More’s last words were reported 
to be “I die the King’s Good Servant, but God’s first.” It was an admonishment to the 
King, that however high the monarch, he too would answer to God. Less than a year 
later, the Queen followed More to the block. Anne Boleyn was executed on 19t May 
1536.29 

But gradually, the Church of England flourished. No longer was everything was 
hidden by the priests in Latin. Tyndale had produced his English Bible with its 
cadences that were undoubtedly inspired by God. For his pains, he too was executed, 
not long after Anne Boleyn, on 6 October 1536.°° 

Henry VIII died on the 28th January 1547. It is unlikely that many mourned his 
passing. Only his death prevented the execution of his sixth wife Catherine Parr. And 
in a way it maintained the symmetry of the fate of his wives. It was quite useful for 
perceptive schoolboys studying English history. The sequence goes Nol divorced, No2 
beheaded for adultery, No3 died in childbirth, No4 divorced, No5 beheaded for 
adultery with rather more justification than No2, No6 escaped the executioner’s axe 
only because Grim Reaper came for the King first. The contributor in Encyclopaedia 
Britannica 1964 made a very significant comment: He worked for the good of the state 
because he thought his interests were bound up with those of the nation; and it was the real 
coincidence of this private and public point of view that made it possible for so selfish a man to 
achieve so much for his country. It was a meaningful coincidence indeed. 


28 This was a night of fire and water in 1988. There was the Piper Alpha oil rig disaster with its huge 
explosion. 167 men died. And in the Duchy of Cornwall, the water was poisoned by a contractor 
delivering aluminium sulphite to South West Water. It was a warning about the poison of privatisation 
of the water industry. None saw it for what it was. It was also the day we left Greystonelees for 
Morebattle, to be in the right place at the right time for the next Great British Disaster at Lockerbie, six 
months later. 1.06.11 


29 At this point, I put a pile of A4 sheets together as I do, stapled them on the portrait centre line and then 
guillotined them to make two A5 notebooks. As I passed the power meter, I saw that it read 68503. I 
have just written about the significance of 503 and its leading to two executions, two beheadings with a 
sharp blade - like a guillotine. But 658 is the Code for Alpha and Omega, a Code derived from my 
trainspotting youth...As I write, daily comes the proof of interaction from an outside Source of 
Intelligence, a Source that keeps confirming that it is my destiny to bring to man the understanding 
conveyed in these books, the tiny fragments of an Outer Mind....1.16.58 - 16.59 - 17.00 pm on 23"4 July 
2007. Today the NZ Herald Word Wall is 2297. And is it not rather significant that I have just written 
about the poisoning of the waters at Camelford. Code 811 means Wormwood - Revelation 8.11 - The star 
that poisons the waters. 


30 And 6 October has been most significant in my own life. I was first offered a place at Oxford at St. 
Catherine’s College on 6 October 1964. I first landed in New Zealand on 6‘ October 1994 and I first 
went to the church where I was to sing in the choir on 6 October 2002. However, I did not go up to St. 
Catherine’s. In December 19164, Worcester offered me a scholarship. So I went to the Oxford college 
which had been founded by the monasteries of England as Gloucester College. With the dissolution of 
the monasteries by Henry VIII in 1539 and the wealth going to Henry’s cronies, an early version of Tony’s 
Cronies, Gloucester college lost its funding. A new college was founded on the site in 1714, with grand 
new Georgian buildings, as Worcester College. But some of the old buildings remain. And it was in one 
of those staircases that I was allocated my first rooms in Oxford. And was Gloucester College home to 
the smuggling operation which brought the illegal Tyndale English Bibles into England? 


However, although the Church of England suited Henry as far as his marriage to 
Ann Boleyn was concerned, Henry was in essence and died a Catholic. One of his last 
acts was to appoint priests at the shrine at Walsingham to pray for his soul. 

Edward VI who ascended the throne in 1547 was just a 10-year-old boy, but really 
he was the first Protestant King of England. Cranmer produced the first English prayer 
book in 1549, under the aegis of this young King. Now the common people could 
understand the prayers. There was so much sign of God’s inspiration in that first 
version of an English Book of Common Prayer. And those first words in his preface 
were particularly significant. There is nothing by the mind of man so well devised that cannot 
in time be corrupted. Those words could now be an Epitaph for the Church of England. 
King Edward VI died in 1553 when he was only sixteen, but the educational system of 
England still has many residues of his brief reign. A number of grammar schools still 
bear his name despite the efforts of labour governments for at least 40 years to destroy 
merit-based education. For instance, there are King Edward VI Schools in Birmingham, 
Stourbridge, Guildford and Totnes. Edward died on 6 July 1553. He was the only 
surviving son of Henry VIII, a son for whom Henry had divorced Katharine, beheaded 
Anne and seen Jane Seymour die at his birth. And Henry had sent Thomas More to the 
executioner’s block, because he would not bend to the marriage to Anne Boleyn. 
Edward died on the eighteenth anniversary of Thomas More’s beheading. It was the 
accession day for Mary who was determined to restore England to the Catholic faith of 
her mother, Katharine. 

Foolishly, she chose to marry Philip, son of the King of Spain. That marriage took 
place on 25th July, 1554 and restored the old religion. Cardinal Pole had the task of 
absolving the kingdom from its disobedience to the Holy See. But many in Church and 
State opposed the return to the rule of Rome. In 1555, Phillip returned to Spain and 
only came to England in March 1557 to get England to declare war on France. This 
achieved, he left again and never returned. Mary had been ill-advised to listen to her 
husband for the war with France brought her into conflict with both Scotland and worst 
of all the Pope himself. Not for nothing is she known to history as Bloody Mary. The 
persecution of the Protestants had begun in February 1555. She sent Cranmer, Latimer 
and Ridley, to the flames in Oxford in 1556, but she failed to restore England to the rule 
of Rome. Her death on 17" November 1558 is highly redolent of destiny, carrying with 
it, birth, 17 November, Code 558 and death. It carries birth for it was the accession day 
of Queen Elizabeth I, the start of the Elizabethan era. “The Queen is dead; long live the 
Queen!” And she did. As I wrote those words, I thought, “The (Catholic) Queen is 
dead; long live the (Protestant) Queen”. Mary had reigned for only five years; Elizabeth 
was to reign for 45 years. God intended England to be Protestant. When Elizabeth died, 
there was no question of a return to Catholicism. 

There are more ironic twists in the complex saga of the Tudors and the Stuarts. The 
Virgin Queen may indeed be a myth, but she had no children. The direct Tudor line 
died with her on 24' March 1603. One of her more notable edicts was the execution of 
her Catholic rival, Mary, Queen of Scots, once briefly Mary Queen of France, as a result 
of the fulfilment of one of Nostradamus’ Quatrain, in another jousting. Mary was 
beheaded at Fotheringay in February 1587.3! 


31 We met Margaret Powdrill from Sevenoaks during the weekend of 11-14' September 1992 at a psychic 
fair. She had so many connections to Mary, Queen of Scots. 


But that execution did Elizabeth no good. It did not secure the succession. For it 
was the son of the Catholic, Mary, Queen of Scots who came to the British throne in 
1603. Mary Stuart had been the daughter of James V of Scotland, who in turn was the 
son of James IV. His wife, Margaret, was the sister of Henry VIII. Henry succeeded in 
making his sister a widow at the Battle of Flodden Field in 1514. One of the tunes 
played by the mass bands at Cenotaph on Remembrance Day each year is Flowers of the 
Forest, in memory of Flodden (tears in my eyes).52 But James was not a Catholic. 
Scotland had changed too, under the influence of men like John Knox. King James I 
was a scholarly man and he commissioned a new translation of the Bible which has 
stood the test of time. It is still known as the King James Bible of 1610, but it relied very 
heavily on the work of William Tyndale. 

God's inspiration is evident in so much of Tyndales’s translation and in so many of 
the hymns of the Church of England. God does indeed “move in a mysterious way His 
wonders to perform’. That hymn just happens to be No. 503 in Songs of Praise, the 1926 
Second IX hymn book for the Church of England. That book, as well as having most 
hymns in common, also has quite a few inspired hymns that were not deemed worthy 
of inclusion in Hymns Ancient and Modern or its supplements. Between 1863 and 2000, 
that was the ‘official’ hymn book of the Church of England. And is that Code 503 not 
evidence of a later verse in that hymn? 


He treasures up His bright designs 
And writes His sovereign will. 


God chose to use the lust of a man to break the Church of England free from the 
corruption which was, and still is, the Church of Rome. It is interesting to reflect that 
Roman Catholics were not allowed to worship in their own vernacular tongues until 
1968, more than 400 years after Cranmer produced the First English Prayer Book. Only 
with the Second Vatican Council was the Catholic Church freed from the tyranny of 
Latin. Was the Establishment of the Church of England not truly the King’s Great 
Matter? 


Endnote 

Editing completed, 12.28.17am 29 July 2007, the Wedding Anniversary of the 21st 
Prince of Wales and Lady Diana Spencer. 12.29.29am. 

This seems an incredibly appropriate time, highly suggestive of destiny and 
design, especially given all the things that have happened today and the fact that the 
Voice told me to work on this when I woke from my rest after lunch. Some strange new 
links in dates have emerged in the process and I have been reminded of others. And I 
began this Tudor section with the strange connection through time of Prince Arthur's 
wedding to Katharine of Aragon at St Paul’s Cathedral in 1501 with that next wedding 
of a Prince of Wales in St Paul’s Cathedral, on 29 July, 1981. I end this Tudor historical 
section on the exact anniversary of that second royal wedding. Is that not yet more 
evidence of design? 12.56.2lam Or are you still of the mind that it is all chance? 
1.01.30am 


32] met a woman in Auckland trying to trace her ancestry back. She had reached James IV. 


14. Charles’ Church 


But the destiny threads are woven fine. For now, again, there comes an Heir 
Apparent who would raise Mistress to Queen. His predecessor as Prince of Wales 
failed. But Charles is so arrogant that he thinks he can succeed. His choice of wedding 
venue for his first bride, St. Paul’s Cathedral** carried a strong Alpha and Omega 
connection, from the beginning of the Church of England to a church which is in its 
death throes. 

Is it just chance that the German bombs left a potent symbol in 1941, in the very 
heart of the Royal Duchy? There is a ruin on the roundabout in central Plymouth 
known as Charles’ Church. It is like the old cathedral at Coventry, a symbol and a 
monument to a war, but also to a Britain long gone. That church was bombed the night 
after the visit of King George VI to Plymouth. In 1991, when I worked in Plymouth, I 
saw the links. On my return in 2005, I saw them more strongly than ever. This ruin is 
Charles’ Church of England. 

James II abdicated on 11" December 1688. Charles’ fate was sealed with the death 
of his wife on 31st August 1997. Her car had the number plate 688TLV75. Was this 
another indicator, a link to the past, a Britain Charles was supposed to relate to? Was it 
a warning to him that his only course was abdication? Are there parallels to 
Fotheringay, with the execution to secure the succession, to prevent the emergence of 
the damaging truth of what the Windsor’s are really like? But Charles is adamant that 
he will be King and he will have the ‘non-negotiable’ one as his Queen. He is adamant 
that this is his destiny. But it would not appear to be a destiny which is written in the 
Codes of Destiny, the new hieroglyphs. He has made his choices and, in the words of 
the old knight in Indiana Jones and The Holy Grail, “he has chosen unwisely”. 

So many elements link across the centuries to the foundation of the Church of 
England through time and space. Charles was forced to choose on 8 April 2005. 
Again, he chose unwisely. He betrayed his church. Even his church would not sanctify 
his union with his mistress by marrying them.*4 He had to marry as a commoner at 
Windsor Guildhall. The date was set for 8th April. Then one thing after another went 
wrong. Wiser men would have seen these problems as omens, warning against the lack 
of wisdom of his proposed course of action. But he had ignored the warning the Duke 
of Windsor conveyed to him in our letter of 13't November 1989. He had surrounded 
himself with compliant “yes men’. They would arrange always to do his bidding in fear 
of the chop. Nor could they afford to cross the non-negotiable one. 

The final difficulty arose with the death of Pope John Paul II on 2"4 April, a date so 
significant to that previous Heir Apparent. It is fairly certain that the Church of Rome 
chose the date of the funeral to cause conflict with its old enemy. For all the smiles, 
nothing changes with Rome. Whatever other reasons set the date, it was at least a 
bonus that it caused problems for the man who was supposed to be the next Supreme 


33 This chapter was inserted into new revised version of this book at 8.55pm 29th July, 2007, the 26th 
Anniversary of that day. 


34 The Welsh Archbishop played both ends to the middle by blessing the marriage after the unlikely pair 
were married in a civil ceremony at Windsor Guildhall. 


Governor of the Church of England. The Church of Rome, and in particular the current 
Pope, sees that church and all other non-Roman churches as gravely deficient, churches 
of error. In Rome alone lies the truth. 

Notwithstanding that, the new Welsh Archbishop of Canterbury had to hurry to 
Rome to grovel before the body of a dead emperor, the first Anglican Archbishop of 
Canterbury since the time of Cranmer to go to Rome for the death of a Pope. But 
Charles did not have to follow suit. He could have said “That is not part of my 
tradition, my Protestant heritage. If the Archbishop is too busy playing ecumenicals, I 
will find a bishop who is not.” But he had to be careful because many in the church 
considered that even the marriage blessing ceremony, which was all his church would 
allow, was wrong, an utter hypocrisy. But it was what the Prime Minister wanted. 

The unholy union of Prince Charles and Camilla Parker Bowles, the primary cause 
of the break-up of the marriage of Charles and Diana, did not fit with the new 
guidelines for the marriage of divorcees in the Church of England. In their case, it 
really was sanctifying an old infidelity. And with Charles and Camilla, it was very old 
indeed, dating back to the summer of 1972 when the last Prince of Wales was finally 
called to God’s Judgement. So the Heir Apparent also bowed the knee and hurried to 
Rome to pay homage to the dead emperor. 


15. There’s Something From Mary 


There are so many links in destiny, so many cross-connections over the centuries. 
Prince Arthur died at Ludlow in 1501. It was at Ludlow Races in March 1981 that the 
Rottweiler was given the task of vetting the Mouse. Would she cause problems with 
the love affair of the century? Those early telling photos have often been printed since 
1992 when the role of Camilla Parker Bowles in the Prince’s life became public. We 
were reminded of that critical day on the day of the Conclave, 18'* April 2005. That was 
the day Jenny’s friend, Mary, called with some newspapers from her recent English 
visit. There was much coverage of the Royal Wedding and the past of Camilla. There 
was a photograph of her public meeting with Diana at Ludlow Races. Mary did not 
often call now. It turned out to be the only day that year. Mary has gone off in a 
different direction. But our work was too slow and, I suspect, too uncomfortable. She 
turned to oriental doctrines. Notwithstanding that, did Something cause her to come 
and see us on that particular day? I mentioned that it was the day of the Conclave she 
had chosen and it related strongly to Angels and Demons. 

I should have seen the clue I was being given in that picture, but I didn’t. I told her 
of my reading Angels and Demons only a month before the Pope died and when all the 
signs of my End Times came in my wastewater job at Tuakau. 

“Tm reading that now,” she said. “I’m nearly half way through it.....” 

I should have seen the clue I was being given. Here was the picture of the Mouse 
and the Rottweiler. Only four days before, we had found ‘the Mouse’ on the beach at 
Howick, a link back to the signs in the heavens, the eclipse of the sun. The sun rose in 
eclipse in New Zealand on the morning after we had watched on television the funeral 
of the Roman Emperor, a funeral in which West Ponente was very much in evidence. 
And before the sun rose again in Auckland, the Prince of Wales was married to Camilla 
Parker Bowles in a ceremony of doubtful legal validity. As another little pointer to 
destiny, we noticed on the way home from that significant sunrise a cross-roads. One 
way was Pope’s Road, the other Wedding Place. Were these more little brush strokes, 
Fragments of an Outer Mind? 

I should have seen the message telling me the result of the Conclave. I had looked 
through the list of the favourites in the paper. Nothing stood out. Here was Mary with 
the clue - the clue that linked Rome and the Church of England, the man who would be 
King. 

Rottweiler it was and Rottweiler it was to be. For the Cardinal chosen had been the 
man who officiated at the funeral of his predecessor, when the breath of West Ponente 
had given its clear warnings. It was Cardinal Ratzinger, the Panzer-Cardinal, “God's 
Rottweiler’, as he had been termed. So once again, the question of the succession of the 
Monarchy in the Church of England is tied closely to the Church of Rome. 

On the morning of 19 April, Mary rang to say the election fitted with what I’d 
talked about - my coincidence of the olive oil bottle. The Olivetans - The Benedictines. 
Malachi’s prophecy had been fulfilled. The penultimate Pope should be a Benedictine, 
‘Gloria Olivae’. The new Pope had taken the name Benedict XVI. 

After him comes the Last Pope and after him the City of the Seven Hills will be no 
more. Perhaps time is shorter than anyone realises. 


16. The Non-Negotiable Doomsday Comet 


However the omens regarding the non-negotiable one are not good for Windsor. 
Whether the Prince succumbed to the fabled line “My grandmother was a mistress to 
Edward VII; so how about it?” or not, he fell under the spell of another witch of 
Windsor, a spell from which he would never break free. She was born on the 30 
anniversary of its foundation, 17 July 1947. Her 47' birthday was marked in 1994 by 
more fragments of Comet Shoemaker-Levy-9, more Fragments of an Outer Mind. That 
was another omen. Camilla Parker-Bowles is the Doomsday Comet for the House of 
Windsor, the comet shown in allegory in that one John Martin painting in the Royal 
Collection, The Eve of the Deluge. 

When I write of Camilla, the words Vicar of Bray come into my mind. Why should 
that be? Perhaps it is because of the flexibility of her religious beliefs. She became a 
Catholic when she married Andrew Parker Bowles, presumably for that is what is 
expected of those who marry into ‘The Faith’. Their two children Tom and Laura were 
brought up as Catholics, yet there was no mention of her being a Catholic when the 
question of marriage to the Prince of Wales arose. As heir to the throne he is forbidden 
from marrying a Catholic under the Royal Marriages Act of 1720. It seems that as 
though either religion will suffice to meet the ends of the moment, rather as with the 
Vicar of Bray. That is a song set in a very relevant period of English history considering 
the relevance of Abdication and 1688 to the current Prince of Wales. Incidentally Tom 
Parker Bowles also went up top Worcester College Oxford, in 1994, to read........... 

Are there not too many elements in all these royal links for any thinking person to 
be satisfied with ‘blind chance’ as a necessary and sufficient explanation? And bear in 
mind this is just a summary of key points. There is much more detail in our other 
books. Are not all the strange anniversaries and cross-connections suggestive of some 
grand, external design and some Intelligence whose power we cannot begin to 
comprehend? 

Is not ‘chance’ an explanation we give because we do not understand; because we 
do not have enough information? But we have more information than we realise. The 
question is: What do we do with it? It is all a matter of picking up the signals in the 
random noise and deciphering the Destiny Codes, just as they did with the German 
Enigma Codes at Bletchley Park. 

My attention was drawn to the question of what randomness really is by a train of 
events in May 2007. It culminated on 19 May, the anniversary of the execution of 
Anne Boleyn. That was when a clear picture began to emerge. 2.47.36. 


317 - AZ1 - Took one more photo - 318 - 1 error. Showing time 317. New folder 
318. If I’d taken it in the other order, I would have had 317 on the folder and 318 on the 
clock. Either way, 317 and 318. 317 is Recessional also 229 - in other books eg Public 
School Hymn Book- Tune is Folkingham My day in Lincolnshire ........... RAF 
Memorial Flight - Lest We Forget Reprise 


317-318 - 318 is the day the End Times came for me - March 18 - 318. And for 
Diana too - 31st August, 318. My End came suddenly yet the signs had screamed at me 
on my last two visits to the WWTP I managed.*° 


The end for me was quite brutal, just as it was for Diana. Both ends were planned 
by men carrying out the instruction of other higher up the chain of command. 


35 | realise that I am writing this on the toilet. I was just making a couple of notes. The ideas come - 
where my ideas come - where my waste water career started - in sewage. I see the number 8.41. As it 
changes to 842 - BJC842 - linking the two halves of life - wastewater and psychical research. 


Part II 


Connections Through 


Space and Time 


17. Black Swans and Al Jazeera 


The first programme that we were able to watch on Al Jazeera Television was on 
Saturday 19th May. It was Frost over the World. First, there had been in interview with 
the former Iraqi minister Ali Allawi. Then came an interview with an American author 
about his recent book. David Frost began with a comment that was closely related to 
our own work. “Rare but seismic events such as 911, the Tsunami and the outbreak of the 
First World War will always take us by surprise. They are not in principle predictable.” 
Nassim Nicholas Taleb was being interviewed about his latest book Black Swans. The 
thesis went that there was no reason, no rational reason to expect the seismic events to 
which David Frost had referred. A few centuries back it was known that all swans were 
white. But that was before Australia was discovered together with species of black 
swans. At this point I had a vision of the black swans which I had first seen at Dawlish 
in South Devon, during our family holiday in 1965. Taleb used this analogy to illustrate 
how our knowledge of the world was limited by insufficient information. He carried 
the parallel across to define the concept of randomness. Systems that appear to us to be 
random may well not be random at all. We just do not have the necessary information 
to discern the pattern which lies behind the operation of the system. Gaming tables in 
casinos may appear to be random, but they're not truly random. Fortunately for the 
operators we do not have the necessary level of knowledge to predict the outcomes, be 
it dice, cards or wheel. 

Similar comments could be made about world events. So many apparently chance 
elements come together to cause major disasters, so the disasters cannot be predicted in 
advance. The Harrow train crash, the Piper Alpha oil rig disaster, the Selby train crash 
were all caused by trains of events, each small element, in itself insignificant, being 
multiplied one upon another to cause disaster on a grand scale. These appear to us to 
be merely random elements which are multiplied. Some disasters, even if not 
predictable by us, appear to be by chance. But is this really an adequate explanation? 

There is clear evidence that there was a knowledge of the future with respect to the 
Lockerbie air disaster. A ‘coincidence code’, given to us 19 days before the disaster, 
predicted which plane would crash, where, when and why. And there is powerful 
evidence that there was a knowledge of 9/11 at least nine years before. Even the place 
where the indication of disaster to come was given was powerfully suggestive of 
Design. That information was conveyed to me in the middle of a US spy base, 
disguised as an RAF base, a place whose sole purpose was to detect all possible threats 
to America. Was this specifically chosen, by some higher in intelligence, to mock the 
efforts of a lower form of intelligence? 

What if there is Something with far more information, perhaps near infinite 
information, and far higher intelligence, perhaps near infinite intelligence? Would it 
not then be possible for this Source of Intelligence to know the future with almost 
absolute precision? And would not be a Source of Intelligence be better described as 
God? This would be a logical extension of the scientific definition of randomness which 
Taleb put forward. What science calls randomness is merely the result of incomplete 
information and inadequate intelligence. 

I will put forward in this book evidence that, behind the apparent randomness of 
world events, there is a thread of coherence, a pattern, an indication of discrete 
Intelligence. 


An example of such coherent connection had been apparent that very morning on 
the back page the New Zealand Herald. There was an article about codes, an illustration 
of a replacement code. The resulting words are gibberish. Such a code is obviously a 
code, but another type of code known as steganography, is not obviously a code at all. 
Such codes are easy to understand, but the trick is finding them, camouflaged as they 
are in other things. Such are the Codes which God chooses to use to show His precise 
knowledge of future events, and to convey his warnings of what lies ahead for man 
both in this world and in the next, beyond the grave. 

This short book illustrates in summary fashion how such a code has emerged from 
what to most people is merely the random noise world events and personal lives 


18. Signals in the Ether 


It is all a question of getting a strong enough signal, whether it be in the apparently 
random noise of world events or being able to watch a TV channel satisfactorily. 

Some weeks ago, despairing of the ever so parochial NZ-focused news on TV1 or 
TV3, I'd flicked the channels. TV4 was a waste of time, with wall-to-wall pop rock. TV2 
is wall-to-wall American ‘movies’, sitcoms and reality TV. Prime was mimicking TV2. 
I tried Triangle, a low strength local Auckland channel which carries a lot of community 
broadcasting. It always has been a weak signal. That has never really bothered me 
before because I wasn't really concerned about getting better reception on the multitude 
of multicultural programs, whether Samoan, Hindi, Sikh or Evangelical Christians. I 
knew there was Deutsche Welle, a German news programme but even there you 
couldn’t get away from the dreadful American accents. They all seem to have learned 
their version of what passes for English on the wrong side of the Atlantic. And at other 
times, there was the opportunity to watch the genuine article, straight from the USA. 

However on this particular Saturday evening, through the snow storm on the 
screen, I saw what looked like an Arabic emblem. Through the crackle, I heard Al 
Jazeera. Then I was able to make out the title FROST through the blizzard, but little 
else. But through this noise on the audio channel came the distinctive voice of David 
Frost. I haven't heard his voice for a couple of decades, but I recognised it immediately. 
He sounded quite a lot older and rather the worse for wear, a lot like me. 

But it was very hard to make out very much through the snow storm and the 
crackle. Still if Al Jazeera was available in New Zealand, perhaps I should try to 
improve the television reception. It might provide a different, and perhaps less shallow 
and biased viewpoint on world events, at least. 

But I didn't do anything about it immediately. It was a little while later when, again 
flicking across to Triangle in desperation, I came upon another intelligent discussion. 
They are in such short supply on the New Zealand free to air channels although, 
looking at the scheduling on Sky, they are not a high priority on satellite TV either. You 
can pay for dozens of channels, but it’s just more of the same. TV today is basically all 
about entertainment. Even the news has to carry items about entertainment. Keep the 
punters happy. What matters is chasing the advertising dollar. Advertisers want 
sponges soaking up the ‘entertainment’ who will also soak up the “go forth and 
purchase, buy, buy, buy’ messages. If TV didn't change behaviour, why on earth would 
all these calculating and manipulating people bother with very expensive TV 
advertising? So is it more Brave New World or 1984? Or is it a quite frightening mixture 
of both together? 

So a day or two later I rang Triangle TV to ask how I could improve reception of 
their broadcasts. I got through to a youngish man for whom money was clearly not 
much of an issue. “Just get in an aerial installer,” was his useful initial advice. “How 
long have you have had the aerial?” 

“Since I have been here - 12 years or so. It was here when we came” 

“Well, an aerial installer will sort it all out for you,” he continued. “That's what I 
did. I used to have ghost images. The aerial installer came in check the signal strength 
and fixed it all up.” 


He didn't mention how much this comfortable little solution had cost him. 
Working in television he probably has money to burn. I didn't. What's more, like many 
of today's youth, getting his hands dirty and risking life and limb on a roof was 
probably also a no-no. I understand physics and I have clambered on lots of roofs both 
in New Zealand and even in England, although that was a rather more daunting task. 
There roofs are twice the height from the ground and the roof itself is twice the slope. 
Compared to England, New Zealand roofs are a doddle. 

It would be no good ringing aerial contractors. They would tell me nothing, being 
concerned like most tradesmen I have encountered to maximise their profits and 
emphasise the skills needed. I had memories of an electrician who, four years ago, 
quoted me a good hourly rate for electrical work I needed doing. Part of the work was 
too specialist, even for me. A ‘chance’ phone call to an electrical wholesaler, the only 
one that was not part of the NZ mafia, that does not refuse to give discounts to those 
who are not “in the trade’, gave me the information I needed. It enabled me to deduce 
that his ‘cheap’ hourly rate was financed by his huge mark-up on materials. He quoted 
me $1600 for materials to run a power supply to Hut 3. I was able to buy these very 
same materials directly from the wholesaler for $700. Soon afterwards I was led, by 
chance, to a decent electrical contractor who was willing to do the job for an only 
marginally higher labour rate on a labour only basis. He just happened to park beside 
us in a car park while Jenny was waiting for me in the car. It was another example of 
outside guidance, being led to the right person at just the right time. 

Exactly the same thing had happened with the old man and the trailer wheel 
bearing I had to replace in February 2007. That part-time Saturday worker explained to 
me exactly how the wheel bearing came apart. There was no instruction manual for a 
home-built trailer I was repairing for a neighbour. This man had recently done the 
bearings on his own trailer. The usual young assistants would have been much less 
helpful. Then, when I finally took the trailer for its MOT on 22°4 June, 22-6, , the signs 
came - 5577 - Heed or Perish - See Volume II of Fragments of an Outer Mind - The 
Confirmation Codes. 

My neighbour Alan commented to me that they had not been very helpful to him 
when he went to get a bearing a year before. Come to think of it, neither had they been 
with me a year before that, with my book sewing machine. But the solution to that 
problem had lain elsewhere. This experience of expert assistance coming in my time of 
need was about to be repeated here. 

The idea then came to me that perhaps a line amplifier might help to get a better 
signal on Triangle. I thought of ringing Dick Smith Electronics. As with most High 
Street electrical and electronic outlets, their shops are not too good if you want anyone 
with technical knowledge, on a par. However, I had found the head office and service 
departments to be quite knowledgeable and helpful in the past. I rang to ask whether 
they offered TV aerial line amplifiers. “I'll put you through to sales,” said the 
receptionist. 

The phone rang several times but no one answered it. It then cut through to the 
canned rock music on Radio Something Dreadful and Commercial. It was just the thing 
to get me to end the call. I resent being bombarded by the awful din which they call 
music, but which appears to control the minds of the faithful. Without it, they seem to 
feel alone. Perhaps they are afraid to be alone with their thoughts. I’m not. I don’t need 
to be ‘entertained’ while waiting for someone to answer. I was on the point of putting 


the phone down when somebody answered. I explained the problem then asked 
whether the company offered an aerial line amplifier. 

“We do,” came the reply. “But it really won’t do you a lot of good. You amplify the 
snow as well as the signal. It sounds to me like you’ve got more snow than signal. 
You'd be better off putting the money into a better signal. What kind of an aerial have 
you got? Is it a type 43?” 

“T have no idea,” I said. “Hang on while I go and look.” I went outside and to the 
aerial and counted the elements. “It's got about 11 elements and it's about a metre 
long,” I told him. 

“It sounds like a type 43. You really need a type 91. I used to install TV aerials at 
one point. You will get 10 dB gain on a 91 over a 43.” All that was really helpful. The 
only remaining problem was where to get one. 

“Would you like a price on one?” asked the man from Dick Smith's. Thus vanished 
the last problem. After a delay of around 30 seconds, he had the information I needed. 
“Right, a type 91 is $99; a line amplifier will be $69. I'm sure that aerial will make all the 
difference to your reception. I'll just check the availability for you. Where would you 
be going to buy it?” 

“Papakura.” I told him. He checked the stock records in the different shops round 
New Zealand. 

“Yes they’ve got two in stock there,” he confirmed. I thanked him very much for 
his knowledgeable help. It was exactly what I had needed. 

Now was that not further evidence confirming my theories. You are led to just the 
person you need, to save you from the professionals and their swingeing charges. Had I 
got in an aerial installer, as recommended by the Triangle ‘helpdesk’, I would have been 
left with a bill of at least $300. Later, after installing the aerial, I rang back to thank him 
for the information. It was then that I found there are four people in Sales. I just 
happened to get through to exactly the right person at exactly the right time. His line 
became free in the nick of time, just as I was just about to put the phone in disgust at the 
assault on my ears. 

That afternoon I went into Papakura and bought the aerial and installed it the 
following afternoon. It all went quite smoothly until the very last minute when I 
discovered I'd lost one nut in the process of getting everything up onto the roof. I had 
thought I would just have it done in time for the Prime 5:30 p.m. news. The missing nut 
was the one on the U-bolt, anchoring the aerial to the post. Resting the aerial on the 
roof and pointing it in the right direction was no good, we discovered when I shouted 
to Jenny to put on the TV. So I gave up on the Prime News, which used to be good 
because it covered a lot of international news, but especially since their takeover by Sky 
and more ‘reporters’, Prime is now more and more a clone of TV1 and TV3, even down 
to the awful, exaggerated, PC white, pseudo-Maori pronunciation of New Zealand 
place names. 

I took my large box of old nuts, screws and bolts onto the roof. Hunting around in 
the dark with the aid of a torch, I eventually found a suitable nut to be able to secure the 
aerial correctly to the mast. Again Jenny went to look at the picture. “That's perfect she 
said.” 

“Try it on 6,” Ishouted. This was the channel I had set for Triangle. 

“That's quite snowy,” she shouted up. 

“Oh dear,” I thought. “After all that, it doesn't really seem a lot better.” 


“T'll have another try optimising it tomorrow, in the daylight”, I said. Getting down 
off the roof, I went in and looked at the TV picture. It really didn't seem any better. It 
was some reporter in the Middle East on Prime News I assumed, from the look of the 
picture. “Even Prime is not really any better,” I said. 

“That's not Prime,” said Jenny. “It’s Triangle.” 

“But you said it was snowy,” I replied. 

“Well it is.” she countered. 

“Women and technology,” I groaned. 

“Yes,” I said. “It is snowy, but it is a picture with only a hint of snow. Before it was 
snow with a hint of picture.” 

“Oh well, I never saw it before,” Jenny countered. 

The aerial had indeed made a huge improvement, as the man from Dick Smith's 
had promised. Triangle was now almost as good as Prime had been before, a perfectly 
watchable picture with a hint of snow. Prime was now crystal clear, in the middle of 
some rubbish American sitcom. I flicked back to Triangle. Almost immediately, the 
large Arabic symbol came up. Now it was clear - gold on a blue background. I had last 
seen that, black and white, through a snowstorm, or should it be a sand storm? Then 
the titles rolled for FROST Over the World. This was exactly the programme I had found 
on flicking through the channels weeks earlier. This was the FROST I had seen through 
the blizzard. And that was how I came to watch David Frost interview Nassim 
Nicholas Taleb about his book Black Swan and his scientific definition of randomness, 
being our lack of information, lack of knowledge, and lack of understanding. 

So was this whole sequence of events merely random chance? Was it just chance 
that caused me to flick the channels some weeks earlier to find Frost on Al Jazeera? 
Was it just chance that gave me the idea to ring Dick Smith Electronics and find an ex- 
aerial installer who was willing to give me advice, just when I needed it? Was it just 
chance that I installed the aerial just in time for another Frost Over the World? Was it just 
chance that it happened to be this particular edition of that programme? Or was it all 
orchestrated by the Source of Intelligence? I was now able to tune into other signals 
which do not convey either a New Zealand-obsessed or an American view of the 
world? And there was Deutsche Welle, with its German magazine programmes, a 
strong link to my messages from Berlin which had begun sixteen days before. 

And is it just chance that the theme of Black Swan was then to be repeated nine 
times over the following twelve days on TV, in the NZ Herald and in a letter from John 
Ashworth, the man who, despite himself and his beliefs, has contributed so significantly 
to the Web of Destiny and been part of the Diagrams of Truth? 

The whole thing was a fascinating experience. It was really a parable. The 
increasing of the signal to noise ratio with the right antenna is a parable of what I do 
with meaningful coincidence. I am led to see the signals in the apparently random 
noise of world events. The antenna happens to be my senses, principally my eyes. My 
mind is the processor that differentiates signal from random noise, which is all that 
most people seem able to recognise. But perhaps that is the way that they prefer it. 
They are afraid to think very much about the existence of some external Source of 
Intelligence which perhaps knows their every move, their every thought. But at least, 
unlike in Britain, the power that monitors their every move is not malevolent. Nor is 
there ever a hasty pseudo-judicial execution. But there is another element in the 
emphasis of that particular TV programme. Is it a chilling warning of what will finally 


come? For when Sekhmet does indeed come, she will usher in another ice age, truly 
bringing Frost over the world. 
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Although to the participants, the Judgment may seem to take forever, 
it is in reality over in the twinkling of an eye, the Eye of Ra. 


19. A Summer Saturday.... Going West 


Later that evening, I happened to move a sheet of paper on the sideboard and 
noticed a copy of Steam Railway Magazine. I picked it up. It had been on top of the 
October 2006 issue of Rainbow News. Now exposed on the cover of that magazine was 
the smiling face of the jovial American who claims to have conversations with God. 
Whatever entity it is that he had conversations with, somehow I strongly doubted that 
it was God. And much of the evidence for my belief had its beginnings in steam 
railways. 

I opened the copy of Steam Railway, wondering if it might have had the first part of 
The Manchester Fireman, which I had seemed to have missed. But no that magazine was 
too early. The missing magazine would have been on sale in mid to late November 
2006 but I'd purchased this magazine together with Rainbow News on 17** October. It 
was a most significant anniversary, marking precisely 22 years since I had made 
perhaps the most significant comment of my life, a comment which totally changed its 
course. What is more of events surrounding that comment had strong railway 
connections. 

Next, my eye was drawn to the top picture on the contents page, just below my 
scrawled notes about the purchase of the magazine. It was an illustration of a steam 
train at the seaside. The caption read Happy days ..... Glorious summers past. | 
turned to the article on page 36. The image had been printed as a full double page 
spread in all its grainy glory. It was so evocative of a Britain long vanished. The 
locomotive, Castle class 4-6-0 number 5004 Llanstephan Castle was just restarting from 
Dawlish station at the head of 9.15am through train from Liverpool Lime Street to 
Plymouth. The first two coaches are in the ‘blood and custard’ livery which was 
standard on British Railways from 1950 to1958. The British Railways emblem on the 
tender also dates the photograph, as it is the early ‘ferret on a dartboard’ design, which 
also was superseded around 1958. 

The locomotive and the first coach had just begun to rumble across the steel viaduct 
which carried the main line across the River Teign. Ahead of the footplate crew, on the 
way to Plymouth were the steep south Devon banks. The article spoke of those 
passengers, who had alighted Dawlish. That was before the days of customers, leaves 
on the line and the wrong kind of snow. These new arrivals be making their way to 
boarding houses, in the manner of the Great British holiday to ‘check in’. This latter 
phrase rather grated with me because it was light-years away from the England of 1957. 
You check-in today at airports and at modern hotels, neither a feature of the traditional 
British holiday scene half a century ago. The new arrivals would be arriving for tea, 
perhaps a late tea. The landlady would know exactly when they were due to arrive. 
Everything would be arranged albeit in a rather clinical, calculating fashion. Seaside 
landladies were not noted for their charm, other than the transient counterfeit a la 
Sybille in Fawlty Towers. Come to think of it my mother's sister, Auntie Flo went from 
being a butcher's wife in Brighouse to a seaside landlady in Blackpool. That must have 
been in the early 1970s. 

In the foreground of the picture were those already ensconced for the week, almost 
certainly earlier arrivals that day from less far-flung cities of England, or those who had 
come from the north on overnight trains. In the 1950s there were few who could afford 
the luxury of a fortnight's holiday, or were even allowed such a lengthy absence from 


their place of toil. My father got one week’s holiday and Mum and Dad couldn't even 
afford a week in a boarding house for the five of us. From 1958 to 1964 our family 
budget ran as far as a caravan on the North Wales coast, with a break in 1959 of a 
caravan for a week at Southport, not a wise choice as it turned out. At the time my 
father earned around £13 a week and it cost about £20 to rent a caravan for a week. 

The adult return fare from Manchester to Rhyl was about eight shillings so it cost 
over £2 just for the five of us to get to Rhyl by train. But we didn't even go there by 
train. My mother paid some friend of the owner of the caravan we rented, to take us by 
car. I doubt it was much cheaper, but to my mother it doubtless reflected a somewhat 
higher, if false social status. The adult return train fare from Manchester to Torquay 
was £2-4-0d return, so the family to get Torquay by train would be £15-8-0d, or a rather 
more than a whole weeks pay. Then on top of that there would be the boarding house 
cost of £50 or so. So only the fairly well-to-do from the North of England would go to 
the sunny English Riviera. That's why Blackpool and North Wales were popular 
destinations from the industrial towns of Lancashire and West Yorkshire. 

The 1957 holiday scene so well evokes an era long gone. There is the man in his suit 
at the 10th hole on the putting green with his two young children aged about eight and 
the mother in her green cardigan and floral skirt. Just putting off is another member of 
the group, resplendent in his dark blue blazer and dark grey flannels. It could be an 
RAF badge on the pocket. Beside the putting green is a low stonewall, bordering the 
little stream that runs down to the sea. In the gardens beyond the stream are park 
benches filled with holidaymakers enjoying the evening sun. The long shadows cast by 
the putting group suggest that it is about 7.30, or even 8 p.m. Farther back in the scene 
is the railway station with its ubiquitous posters, on the station approach, pretty well 
the limit of advertising then. It was before the days of screaming adverts and the 
insidious sponsorship of everything and everybody. The only vehicles in the scene are 
black, a taxi, some kind of official-looking limousine and an ambulance. It is probably 
some kind of makeshift ambulance because of the Red Cross on its back doors. The 
road along beside the station is busy with holidaymakers, with most of the men in suits 
or sports jackets. Some of the boys are in blazers and shorts. Beyond the steel railway 
bridge, in the gap between the bridge pillars is the deep blue of the sea. Another group 
of people is standing around a poster surveying the shows on offer at the Theatre 
Royal. Everyone is oblivious to the departing train. It is just a feature of everyday life. 
At the windows of the front coach of the departing train other passengers are gazing on 
the holiday scene below them. The last rays of the sun may see them into Plymouth. 

It is such a wonderful period holiday scene, showing a time when people were on 
the whole, much more content with their lot in life. It was a time before the days when 
people were persuaded by the marketing men trained in turn by psychologists, that it 
was almost a duty to consume, that everyone should always want more because they're 
worth it. Overseas holidays were for the upper classes, the seriously wealthy. But then 
what would be the attraction of going amongst the foreigners, with their foreign food 
and speaking a language you couldn't understand? 

You're better off at Brighton, Bournemouth, Bognor, Blackpool or Bridlington. And 
‘Skegness is so bracing’ as the LNER posters put it. You got good old-fashioned English 
food and you could pretty well understand most people, although Scousers, Brummies 
and Geordies took a bit of getting used to. Children were quite happy to go on holiday 


with their parents. Even teenagers were not a race apart with their own ‘unique 
culture’ 

It was a world light years away from the Britain of today. Teenage pregnancies 
were almost unknown, and even when they occurred, the unlucky girl would be 18 or 
19, not 12 or 13 years of age. There was no binge-drinking culture for teens and twenty- 
somethings. It was not the way people behaved and in any case, few had the money to 
indulge. That was generally a higher standard of morality, more of a sense of right and 
wrong. Self-indulgence was not the highest goal. The family did feature as the centre 
of life, not just as a source of easy money for the self-centred hedonistic teenager of 
today. Murders were shockingly rare and knife attacks were completely unknown. 
The only drugs anyone had heard of were aspirins. 

The very brief article accompanying the picture did not dwell on such differences in 
society, although it did mention the replacement of the British beach holiday by 
package tours to Spain being still in the future. But there then followed the 
contradictory statement that 50 years on the scene is still very similar today. On most 
Sundays in July and August 2006 the Torbay Express will run between Bristol and 
Kingswear hauled by a steam locomotive, 6024 King Edward I. But even in that there is a 
curious coincidence. Only three out of the 30 King class 4-6-0s, built at Swindon from 
1927 onwards, escaped the cutter’s torch. Of those three, this is the only King which is 
in running order. And the real King Edward I features significantly in the Webs of 
Destiny, as will become clear later in this book. 

But, although it is still possible to ride in a British Railways carriage, behind an ex- 
Great Western Castle or King, that is where the similarity ends. Britain has the greatest 
preserved steam railway system in the world, thanks in large measure to the accident of 
preservation which was the Barry scrapyard. Is that accident of preservation merely 
chance? Or is it another element of destiny? Perhaps it is a fitting monument to the fact 
that Britain once had the greatest railway system in the world. 

But, what is this nostalgia for the past? Why are so many of the British so keen to 
cling to history, when their rulers, the Blairs and their fellow travellers, do their best to 
eradicate any traces of British traditions? Why is there this hankering for a world long 
gone? It is now 39 years since steam engines last ran in traffic on British Rail. They lost 
the ‘ways’ in 1965, with the advent of the ugly corporatised British Rail. The last steam 
specials on the 11" August 1968 saw steam locomotives pulling coaches in the ghastly 
blue and grey livery of the new era, cold colours to match the soulless new dawn. 

Is the fascination with preserved steam an attempt to hold onto a vestige of the past 
which so many instinctively know was so much better than the present. Today women 
can have it all, or at least they imagine they can. But so many of today's men, seem to 
want to link back to the past, to a past that once meant something to them. 

But in the end, although it evokes a transient memory the steam train on today's 
mainline is false. With very careful choice of day, I could go and see the carefully 
restored 6233 on her train of red BR coaches on Shap. But there would be a snag. My 
eye would immediately tell me it was false. She's too clean. They may have been the 
monarchs of the West Coast mainline but they worked for a living. They were 
everyday work horses, not the pampered thoroughbreds of today. A few days out of 
the shops would leave a freshly new paintwork with an honest layer of dirt and grease 


from the real world of the 1950s. I vividly remember last seeing 46233 in the real world 
at Chester General Whitsun in on a parcels van train. She was characteristically dirty. % 

Anyway 6233, one of the non-streamlined Coronation Pacific's never ran in LMS 
red livery with the smoke deflectors. These were a post-war addition to the de- 
streamlined Pacifics. What is more the LMS 6233 never ran with BR standard coaches. . 
Even in the early 60s London Midland trains had many ex- LMS coaches, curious 
mixtures of stock dating back over 30 years. This was especially noticeable on summer 
Saturdays, when all available stock and locomotives were pressed into use. So to my 
trained eye, the re-created image of the 6233 on its train of today is just as much a 
fiction as the many of Hollywood. There are too many continuity errors for me to 
imagine even for a second, that it is the days of the 1950s or 1960s. In essence, today's 
railway preservation scene is railway modelling at 12 inches to 1 foot scale, instead of 
the 4 mm to a foot of 00-gauge or the 7 mm to a foot of 0-gauge. Even today's mainline 
steam evokes merely a fleeting hint of a past, gone every bit as much as the Egypt and 
the pharaohs. The reality is that the world of 2007 is a very different world from that 
1957, and a much, much less pleasant one at that. 

So the statement in the magazine is not correct. Only the steam engine will be 
similar. The coaches will be different, and the people will be very different. Not only is 
it not a Saturday, the whole ethos of 21st-century England is very very different. 
Precisely half a century has changed England for the worse with a vengeance. England 
is now a terminally-sick greedy and vicious society. It is concerned with facade and the 
twin cults of celebrity and self. Censorship is everywhere in the Britain of today, as is 
surveillance. George Orwell was indeed inspired in 1948, when he wrote his novel 
1984. And it was in 1948 on 1* January that the nationalised British Railways came into 
existence. Ironically it is the opposite process, that of privatisation that has been 
primarily responsible for producing the greedy and vicious Britain today. Steam 
engines have proved to be vital elements in my coming to understand so much about 
the reality of this Britain, the wider world beyond, but more importantly a world 
beyond that. My coming to understand through railways, began appropriately enough 
in 1984. 

Is that another indication of the reality of destiny or kismet, as the Arabs call it 


25th May 2007. 


End Note 


36 | wrote these words just before lunch on the 25th of May 2007. Later in the afternoon I went into 
Papakura in part to see whether the new batch of railway magazines had arrived off the boat. After all 
the date was very significant, 25-5-7. But the answer was no. Instead partly hidden by other magazines 
I've found........... Midland Railway renumbering re 1907. Almost all engines were kept clean. That era 
ended with the Great War and common user of policy of the 20s and 30s. Only two named locos on the 
Midland Railway. Beatrice and Princess of Wales. Other magazines were new dawn really Dawkins, 
Atkins - and of course on 25-5-7. Once again Dawkins with 557 just as at Christmas. It is as though the 
Source of Intelligence is having another jibe at his expense. Then there was another magazine, 
astronomy and on the cover the great comet of 2007. That features strongly in volume 2 of The Diagrams 
of Truth. There's a photograph of McNaught himself with the Uppsala telescope, another destiny element 
in my past, my only ever science conference in 1971. 


Incidentally, today's date can be written 25-5-7. The great significance of code 2557 
will become apparent later of the book unfolds. 


Add in later re 13th July 1957 Dawlish, 1950 in my painting, and 2005 on Shap bank 
in the flesh. The 55, 7 destiny indeed 


20. The Night Train 


I went to show Jenny the picture of Dawlish Station and the holidaymakers, vintage 
1957. Then, as I told her of the through train from Liverpool, it suddenly struck me that 
I had travelled to that neck of the woods on our penultimate family holiday in August 
1965. We had travelled overnight from Manchester Piccadilly to Torquay for a week in 
an hotel chalet at Maidencombe, just outside Torquay. My mother had come across an 
advertisement and had entered into some correspondence with the lady who owned it 
and, as a result, had been offered a special rate for the week for the five of us. Mum 
was good at that kind of thing. 

It was an eventful journey, the last time I was on a train pulled by a steam 
locomotive in traffic. We started from Piccadilly with a diesel loco, a British type 4, I 
think, but it was failed at Crewe. After a long delay, a Hall arrived as a replacement 
loco to take the train forward to Shrewsbury. The train was not very full and my 
brother, Graham, and I had a compartment to ourselves to stretch out, but I didn’t sleep 
a lot. We seemed to stop for ages at some stations, in the way overnight trains tend to. 
At one station, I got out and talked to the footplate crew. I well remember the long, 
slow journey through the Severn Tunnel. 

The Hall wasn’t taken off until Exeter and then we got a green D7000 Hymek to 
take the train on to Kingswear. I was struck by the wonderful view of the coast 
between Starcross and Dawlish. Strangely, I don’t seem to have any record of the 
numbers of any of the engines! 

It was only a few weeks ago that I came across the bill for that stay amongst a few 
bits and pieces from the family’s past, the few that survived my mother’s final vengeful 
purge %”. That chalet cost 35 guineas per week plus coffee £1-5-6d, giving a total of £38- 
0-6d. By now, Dad was earning £17 per week. It was the first time I had ever been ina 
hotel. Three course meals for lunch and dinner in the hotel dining room were a big 
change from our caravan holidays of the past. 

A very steep road led down to Maidencombe beach where we spent a few days. 
Other times, there were walks along the red cliffs. I was stung by a wasp or a bee. 
Then there were walks further afield, down the Devon byways admiring the old 
thatched houses on the way to Stoke-in-Teignhead and Coombe-in-Teignhead. Another 
day we ventured into Dawlish and we saw the lake in the central gardens from whence 
issued the stream which flowed past the putting green, under the railway bridge, to the 
sea. 

But what I remembered most clearly were the black swans on that lake, black with 
red beaks. Never before had I ever seen black swans. Then we had walked all the way 
along the sea front, the famous section where the Great Western Railway finally reaches 
the sea. There was the famous rock formation, the Parson and the Clerk. But there 
were steam engines no more. It was too late. And it was only as I talked to Jenny about 
the train by the seaside at Dawlish that I made the link in my mind. That was where I 


37 She tried to destroy everything in the house in the months before she died. As I edit this and add this 
last sentence I am reminded that today, 4'* June, was the day she died in 1999, the day she went to 
Judgment and thence to hell.. Since then, I’ve always remembered Eton Founder’s Day. Curiously the 
Eton 4'* of June in 1985 was the only occasion in the London season I was ever invited to attend. I 
travelled down on the overnight sleeper from Newcastle. 


had first seen black swans. In fact, it is the only time I recollect seeing black swans. 
Was I caused to pick up that magazine that night to make the second link to Black 
Swans? Was it intended to be subtle evidence following up the theme of the Al Jazeera 
book review that randomness is just a description indicating our lack of information, 
lack of knowledge, lack of understanding? Was it not more proof of an underlying 
pattern in so many things? 

For not only did that image in that magazine link into Black Swans, but buying the 
magazine on 17tt October linked me to the day my marriage ended and my life 
changed. It was the start of my career as a psychical researcher. Is it chance that the 
second Black Swan link came through railways? After all, so much since has come 
through railways, one way or another. Why did I become interested in trains, in the 
first place? Was it my destiny, when the time was right? And was there something 
about Torquay? Did it have to be Torquay? Perhaps it did, but the indications of that 
were nearly a decade in the future. 

PS: Add in re WORD WALL - SWAN 


21. Chance and Fawlty Towers 


My next Torquay connection came in April 1974, when Margaret and I bought our 
first house. It was 6 Torquay Gardens, Low Fell, on the southern edge of Gateshead, 
and we moved in on 10 April 1974. Only one street comes off Torquay Gardens, a cul- 
de-sac called Dawlish Gardens, the pace where I first saw black swans. 

In 1972, Margaret and I drove to Devon for a holiday. We were staying in a bed- 
and-breakfast place on night not far from the beach somewhere between Dawlish and 
Torquay. I got up early, but Margaret didn’t bother. It was a gorgeous morning on the 
beach. Now my research very much relates to On the Beach, especially in the past week, 
and Margaret has not been part of my life now for over 22 years. 

I went back to that Maidencombe hotel on the evening of 6'* July 2005, 5-6-7 being 
the date indicated on my watch. It is now holiday flats. It was the concluding part of 
my ‘Fawlty Towers’ investigation in Torquay that evening. 

Fawlty Towers was one of the clues that had come to me in September 1992, 
predicting 9-11 and the fall of the Twin Towers, part of the prophecy ‘Lockerbie comes to 
America’. The idea for the Fawlty Towers TV series came when John Cleese was staying 
in a hotel in Torquay. As I was in Torquay that afternoon on my First Quest in Britain, 
the idea came to try to find out more about the Fawlty Towers connection in Torquay. 
Perhaps I could find the hotel. 

I started in Paignton, but a few enquiries led me into Torquay and the Gleneagles 
Hotel which had plaques commemorating the famous guest and his series. But it was 
not the hotel which features in the series. The only link was in the mind. The time I 
arrived was highly significant. 

And so often, there is a strong railway connection, a thread of destiny linking my 
experiences through life. THE Gleneagles Hotel was built some 490 miles to the north 
by the Caledonian Railway, just outside Auchterarder. But the ‘Caley’ disappeared in 
the railway Amalgamation of 1923 into the London Midland and Scottish Railway, so 
the grand hotel was opened under the LMS aegis in 1924. It served the rich patrons of 
the sleeping and dining cars. The Gleneagles Hotel was itself a prime example of early 
privatisation, the selling off of the profitable railway hotels in 1982 at “mate’s rates’ to 
‘pals’, early victims of Thatcher’s cancerous prescription for the future health of British 
society. 

At this Gleneagles Hotel, on that very night, an important gathering was in progress. 

The G8 Summit had begun that day. Blair was entertaining Bush, Chirac, Schroeder, 
Berlusconi, Koizumi, Putin and Martin the leaders of France, Germany, Italy, Japan, 
Russia, and Canada. Also present was Barosso, President of the EEC. On the agenda 
was aid to Africa and debt cancellation and global warming. Bush had even recognised 
that day he in a speech at the surface of the Earth is warmer than that an increase of 
greenhouse gases contributing to the problem. But of course Kyoto was not a solution. 
Another of the topics on the agenda was counter-terrorism. 
That night Blair was basking, like a shark - well, he is a lawyer - in the reflected glory 
of the success of Britain’s 2012 Olympic bid. All the papers the next morning were full 
of it. Lord Coe was the flavour of the hour. But twenty-four hours is indeed a long 
time in politics. 


Hard on the heels of the morning papers, news of more success, reached the 
Gleneagles Hotel in Perthshire., that of Blair’s foreign policy in Iraq. Four bombs had 
gone off in London on underground trains and a bus. It was described rather grandly 
as Britain’s 9/11, but as only 52 died on 7/7, compared with 2749 in the Twin Towers, it 
was hardly an event on the same scale, although you could be forgiven for not realising 
that, with the blanket media coverage and all the steadfast denials of any connection to 
Iraq. 

And it all reeked of such hypocrisy. A car bomb in Iraq killing 50, merits a few 
column inches, 15 seconds on TV news. But in London, 52 dead merited acres of 
newsprint coverage, extended news bulletins, in-depth lives of all the dead ‘heroes’ in 
all the papers over the following days. None of them were heroes. They were just 
ordinary people in the wrong place at the wrong time. And they were dead solely 
because Blair had insisted that Britain played the ever-faithful lackey to Uncle Sam, 
doing whatever damage to truth was necessary to play the poodle. But it was a truth 
no one dared to mention at the time. This is the nature of the Freedom we all are 
suffering for. It was more evidence of the reality of self-censorship, which is the reality 
of what passes for free speech in Britain today. It was weeks before any paper dared 
even to suggest a link. 

After a brief press conference, in which he claimed that the attack was an attack on 
the G8 conference, Blair scurried off to London to fly the flag, proclaim horror and 
surprise, before returning to Gleneagles by helicopter that evening with a heavy 
military escort. It seemed that counter-terrorism had taken on a new importance on 
theG8 agenda. 

Was I led to do my Fawlty Towers research on 6" July, the very eve of 7/7 because 
it was intimately connected to the first ‘Fawlty Towers’ clue precisely nine years before 
9-11? Is there indeed some slight perturbation, some tiny element of interaction which 
we cannot comprehend, some connecting principle behind the apparent randomness of 
World Events? 

For the last six weeks, we have smiled at the silliness of John Cleese, the carping 
and fawning Sybil, the idiotic Manuel, as NZTV1 rebroadcast episodes of Fawlty Towers. 
We saw The Promiscuous Couples, The Irish Builder, The Hotel Inspector, Gourmet Night and 
finally The Ingrowing Toenail and The Germans. Some of the comedy is silly; some of it 
very funny, but none of it sick, vicious or filthy. 

It struck us forcefully how Britain, even thirty years ago, was a much freer place 
than it is today. It is just as George Orwell warned - self-censorship is the worst 
censorship of all. Look at all the PC Britons of today, from the man in the street to the 
police, to the councils, to the government departments. 

And in another coincidence, only two days ago, NZTV news carried a John Cleese 
item. On a 2006 trip to NZ, Cleese had angered the residents of Palmerston North with 
the following quip: “If you want to commit suicide but you haven't the nerve, 
Palmerston North might just do the trick.” He commented on the different sense of 
humour of Kiwis. Perhaps he too noticed its lack. To show their not having forgotten 
this slight, which could be said of any NZ town or city, the locals of Palmerston North 
have just erected a sign on their rubbish tip : “MT CLEESE - 452 feet ASL’ 

John Cleese and his humour, Monty Python, The Life of Brian, have gone round the 
world. NZ humour, like the Maori spirits, seems to disappear off the cliffs at Cape 


Reinga, never to be seen again. What passes for humour in New Zealand, certainly 
doesn’t travel. 

So, even in the silliness of Fawlty Towers is to be seen a changed world. And are the 
coded messages of ‘Fawlty Towers’ so closely linked to what David Frost called “seismic 
events’ really only chance? The last Fawlty Towers episode of this series, on 22"¢ May 
2007, was The Germans. Since 3'¢ May 2007, Germans have featured significantly in the 
Coincidence Codes of the Web of Destiny, but first we must follow other threads of the 
Web, in particular the railway thread. In US dating, 3" May is 5-03-07, Code 503 in The 
Diagrams of Truth. 


22. A Random Walk 


I think it was one Saturday afternoon in May 1959 during a visit to Droylsden that I 
caught the bug. We had gone to visit the Etchells, some relatives of my father. We 
sometimes went to Droylsden, on a Saturday afternoon to see my grandmother and my 
father’s sisters who lived at 30 Chapel St. That was in my naive youth. When I heard 
someone say they were going down to the church, I thought they must be religious 
people. It was only some while later that I discovered it was the Church Inn that was 
the centre of their religious devotions. It was a different kind of holy spirit that attracted 
them. 

Droylsden, to the east of Manchester was quite a long way from where we lived in 
Cheetham Hill, which was in the northwest part of the city. Manchester was a different 
world then. In those days Cheetham Hill, with its rows of privately-rented terraced 
houses, was a respectable area, if working-class. All the faces were white, even if the 
people were not very well-heeled. Cheetham Hill then did not look as it does today, as 
though it was a suburb of Kingston, Jamaica or Islamabad. 

Sometimes we got the Corporation bus into town and then the Mayne’s bus from 
Piccadilly Gardens. They were dark maroon coloured buses with a turquoise blue 
stripe, quite different from the red and cream stripe livery of the Manchester 
Corporation buses. Other times we got any bus down Cheetham Hill Road to Queens 
Road, then the number 53 to Grey Mare Lane, °° than a trolley bus to Droylsden. 
Trolleys were very quiet. Dad told me once about some relative who had a job on the 
Manchester Corporation buses. He was used to driving the diesel buses but then was 
transferred onto the trolley-buses. Driving along in semi-automatic, a mode which will 
be familiar to many of today's drivers, he came to a stationary trolley bus in front, and 
as he would have done with his diesel bus he just pulled round it, only to find his bus 
suddenly powerless. Both trolleys had been pulled off the overhead power-lines.*%? 
Doubtless he would have suffered a severe reprimand, if not sent down the road. 

Chapel Street in Droylsden was just a short walk down from Market Street from 
where we got off the bus on Ashton New Road. But to go to the Etchells we had to get 
another bus from Market Street. The abiding memory I have of visiting the Etchells was 
a large tank of tropical fish. A light above the tank illuminated the brightly coloured 
fish in the clear water. After a while I became bored with the talk and went outside. I 
wandered down the street having no idea where I was or where I was going. I came to 
a bridge over some railway lines. I had no interest in trains. They had not featured in 
my life at all at that point. I remembered the previous year on the Crumpsall Lane 
school trip to North Wales and Betwys-y-coed falls, some of the other lads on the bus 
had got excited at some point about seeing some train somewhere en route, but it had 
meant nothing to me. In fact I could not remember having seen a train, close-up or been 


38 Grey Mare Lane begins at its junction with Ashton new Road and ends at its junction with Ashton Old 
Road at number 557, Ashton Old Road. That is the number shown in a 1986 Geographia Manchester A- 
Z. It was in 1986 that the link was made between my trainspotting days and my future in psychical 
research. I discovered this map only on 21st May 2007 


39 At this point, Jenny came to tell me about the latest bikes one coincidence, the calling of black swans in 
the tower on the harbour. The house power meter read 62559.1Kw. My first job was an appraisal of the 
main sewage works in Tauranga, Chapel Street. 


on one. Perhaps we had gone on the sharra*? on the odd day trip to the seaside at 
Blackpool or New Brighton or been taken out in Uncle Jack's new builders van. Mum's 
brother was clearly moving up in the world, now that he had his own transport. | still 
have the odd family photograph taken on the beach, with Dad and Uncle Jack 
resplendent in the formality of their suits. 

I don't know how long I stood there. I was just a smallish boy gazing down the line, 
wondering what to do next on this boring afternoon, when suddenly I noticed a train 
approaching. I didn't know it at the time but here was the answer to my question. As 
it went past I noticed that the engine was green at the head of a train of red or red and 
yellow coaches. The next week at school I talked about it to one of the other lads. He 
told me it must have been a ‘namer’. Someone got out a book of train numbers. This 
book also showed pictures of different engines as well as the lists of numbers and 
names. Not long afterwards I went to Manchester Victoria station on a Saturday on my 
first ever trainspotting expedition. 

I paid my 2d fare on a red Manchester Corporation bus, to take me from Cheetham 
Hill into the city centre. There were always lots of buses on Cheetham Hill Road, 
Numbers 4, 35, 59 and 60 all went to the Cannon Street bus station. I got off on 
Corporation Street to walk the short distance down to the blackened edifice which was 
Victoria Station. Another 2d paid for a platform ticket which allowed me to join the 
dozens of other train spotters congregated at the end of the longest platform in Britain. 

Platform 11 or Manchester Victoria station became platform 3 on Manchester 
Exchange station the total length of the platform being 2,194 feet. Victoria station was 
built by the Lancashire and Yorkshire Railway to connect the cathedral city of York, the 
docks of Hull, the mill towns of Lancashire and Yorkshire and the seaside resorts on the 
Lancashire Fylde, Southport and Blackpool, as well as the main conurbations of 
Manchester and Liverpool. Set in a mosaic white tile in the booking hall of Victoria 
there is still today a map showing the extent of the L&YR. However the Manchester 
Victoria of today is but a feeble remnant of a once impressive station, a pale shadow of 
its former self. Platforms 16 and 17 are gone, the ones which saw the arrival of the 
Glasgow and Edinburgh trains. No longer do the L&Y electrics ply to Bury every 20 
minutes. Even the later British Railways EMUs have been re-placed by trams. This 
cathedral of steam has been rebuilt as the bowels of hell to enable the worship of the 
new God Mammon in the new shopping centre built atop the station. No rays of 
sunshine ever reach the heart of the modern Manchester Victoria, now a dark soul-less 
place very much on a par with the modern Birmingham New Street. British Rail sold 
out to the greedy developers. Why waste all that fresh air and sunshine above the 
railway ‘real estate’ that could generate filthy lucre? 

Manchester Exchange station was built by the London and North Western Railway 
and served Chester, the North Wales Preston, Carlisle, Glasgow and Edinburgh. The 
Manchester Victoria-Exchange complex was one of the busiest stations in Britain, 
especially on a summer Saturday. Exchange Station is no more, having been closed on 
5th May 1969, the same day that the other great Manchester station, Central was wiped 
from the railway map of Britain. All that now stands of Exchange Station is the solid 
cast iron Victorian over-bridge which once connected platform 3 to platforms 4 and 5 at 


40 The slang phrase in use in north-west England in the 1950s for a long-distance bus, a single decker 
coach. It obviously derived from the upper class word for such a bus, charabanc which of course is a 
French word 


the eastern end of the station. On 19th March 2006 I watched a westbound diesel-hauled 
freight emerge from the darkness of Victoria and pass through the ghost of Exchange 
Station. I sensed only sadness at the boring sterility of the modern world so changed in 
the 49 years since I had first stood at the end of platform 3 watching the procession of 
steam trains heading east, west and north. 

In May 1959, Manchester Victoria and Exchange Stations were very different places. 
As I stood on the end of the platform I noticed that quite a few boys have the same loco- 
spotter books, the Ian Allen ABCs. Some boys looked up the engines as they came in 
and underlined them. Others wrote the numbers down in notebooks or on scruffy 
sheets of paper. With some difficulty I acquired one of these precious ABCs. Very few 
shops had them. They were in short supply given the popularity of trainspotting with 
boys in the summer of 1959. 

In some respects it was a bad move. But I had not then been trained in the methods 
of science. I fail to write down the associated details things that matter now. I just 
wrote down the engine number. I did not write down the time or even the date, train or 
the location. Once I'd underlined the locomotive, I didn't bother to write the number 
down ever again. Within the year I knew off by heart the numbers and names of all the 
namers on the Midland region, 52 Patriots, 191 Jubilees, 71 Royal Scots, 12 Princesses 
and 38 Coronations. I didn't try, I just found I remembered them, just as I did dates in 
history at school. 

And in the course of that year came the event which was to remain the most 
memorable of my whole trainspotting career in a way it conveying the message was to 
relate very powerfully to my future a quarter of the century later. Yes that random 
walk in Droylsden on that early summer Saturday in 1959, appears now in retrospect to 
be anything but random. 


23. The Impossible Princess 


One evening in March 1961 was to provide some of the strongest evidence in my 
life of destiny, of the existence of Something that knows the future in precise detail. 
That Something was to weave in a brightly coloured thread which was to be easily 
identifiable in a major psychic experience in my life a quarter of a century later, and 
which was also to mirror the world’s reaction to that later experience. My railway 
experience of 1961 was to stand me in good stead, but its ever deeper significance only 
became apparent with the passage of yet another decade. 

For some while, trainspotters had been banned from the platforms of Britain’s 
railway stations. In an early example of PC health and safety gone mad an edict had 
been issued that trainspotters on platforms were a safety hazard to themselves and 
others. The ban was more rigorously enforced at some stations than others. 
Manchester Victoria/ Exchange was amongst the most zealous. The 2d platform ticket 
no longer gave admittance to the hallowed sanctum where you could see the engines 
close-up on their trains. You were only allowed on a platform with a train travel ticket, 
which cost a lot more than 2d. 

There were high walls or buildings everywhere. So, to see the goings-on at 
Manchester Victoria, there was only the stairway down to Red Bank. This stairway was 
at the north end of the huge Victorian steel girder bridge which carries Cheetham Hill 
Road across the throat of Manchester Victoria Station. 

There were iron railings on this insalubrious stairway, a flight of steps more 
reminiscent of a descent to hell. Below, the murky River Irk made its foamy, smelly 
way, before disappearing over a waterfall into some subterranean nether world beneath 
the station, like some foul industrial version of the River Styx. Chemical smells were 
always present. It was very much an inferior location compared to the ends of 
Platform 11 or Platform 3. But that was now all that there was. 

Earlier that afternoon, there were perhaps half a dozen boys, on the steps, but 
numbers gradually dwindled. Perhaps we had already ‘done’ Trafford Park sheds. I 
am not sure now. Now there was just the ‘Edinburgh’ *! left to come, probably the 
usual ‘Brit’ or ‘Clan’. It had even been known to be a ‘Mickey’, the lowest of the low. 
There were 842 of them on the London Midland and Scottish Regions. It was due to 
leave Preston at 3.57 pm *# and due in ........ in at 4.58 pm. But as often happened, it 
was late. 5.30 came and went, and still no sign of the Scotch express. Finally my friend 
Ian also deserted me and I was left alone in the gloom (dark??) above the chemical 
smells of the River Irk. 

Some while later, I heard a whistle, rushed down the steps and clambered up on the 
middle railings the closest to the signal box which overlooks the station throat. I 
watched as the cloud of smoke and steam broke through from the confines of the 
overbridge. First the black smokebox, but then came a sight that puzzled me. It was a 
red engine. Next I saw the name on the curved splasher. Then I saw the name. There 
was no doubting it was PRINCESS LOUISE...... But I’d been told they weren’t 


41 There was an express due at Manchester Victoria from Edinburgh Princes Street at 4.58pm It carried a 
restaurant car from Perth and through coaches from Dundee West. But there was another restaurant car 
express from Glasgow Central due at 4.28 pm. Both trains terminated at Manchester Victoria. 

#21557 hours 


allowed in Victoria or Exchange. I’d never seen a Stanier Pacific there and nor had 
anyone else, as far as I knew. Next came the final confirmation of the Stanier cab and 
the large, cream Gill Sans numbers 46204 on the maroon background. I cheered wildly 
and the driver smiled at me and gave a brief wave. It was a cop! I had never before 
seen Princess Louise and I was never to see her again. She went to the cutter’s torch at 
her birthplace, Crewe works, barely a year later. 

I was really elated. I dashed back up to the top of the stairs and watched her lift the 
rake of empty maroon carriages round the curve up to the sidings. Then she would 
have gone off to Newton Heath depot. It must have been a talking point for the 
cleaners. It would have probably been the first time any of them had seen a Princess 
close-up, in the flesh, as it were. 

There would probably have been quite a bit of competition to ‘dispose’ * of the 
Princess. I could hardly believe my good fortune. I had been the only one with the 
determination to persevere. The faint-hearts had all gone. But did Something, even 
then, cause me to stand out from the herd, to not behave as they do, a feature which has 
persisted throughout my adult life? 

But I was not prepared for what happened the next morning at school. Instead of 
being congratulated on an incredibly rare sighting, I was vilified. The experts were 
quite unanimous. I was making it up. I was lying. It was quite impossible. Everybody 
knew the Stanier Pacifics were banned in Victoria. That was all there was to it. I was 
quite shocked at the unanimous rejection of my sighting. I was only thirty feet away. 
The light was failing but it wasn’t dark. 

I trusted my own eyes. I too ‘knew’ they were banned because I too had heard it 
before, but I also knew what I had seen. I trusted my eyes. I trusted my own 
experiences. I did not accept what the ‘experts’ told me was ‘impossible’. 

By the time some slight circumstantial evidence came, supporting me, in the Trains 
Illustrated Motive Power Miscellany two months later, no one cared. There was a report 
of a Princess tried out on the Manchester-Preston line, trials which had proved 
unsuccessful. But there was no name or number in the report. (FIND REF - just failed 
- checked TI 1960 2.15 pm 1/6/07) 

But was this whole experience meant as a kind of parable of what was to happen to 
me a quarter of a century later when, once again, I was to experience an ‘Impossible 
Princess’, the ghost of a woman dead for over three millennia? Then, after another 
decade had elapsed, was to come another ghost of another Impossible Princess, this one 
barely cold, dead less than a month. This was another Princess who had gone ‘for 
disposal’. But although the fire had been dropped from her earthly body, her spirit had 
survived and spoken from beyond the grave, from beyond the confines of our world of 
space and time. 

Months later, a cursory note in ‘the Bible’ - Trains Illustrated - reported that trials 
had been carried out with a ‘Princess’ south of Preston on the Manchester line, with a 
view to using the redundant ‘Princesses’ on the difficult, heavily loaded Scottish 
expresses. But the ‘Pacific’ had damaged the trackwork and the trials had been 
discontinued. No date was given, no locomotive specified, but it was a vindication of 
my word. 


4 ‘Dispose’ means cleaning the ash out of the smokebox and dropping the fire, but ‘disposing of a 
Princess’ has another meaning in this context, especially given my experiences on my final visit to ‘the 
steps’ on 19t* March 2006. 


But that was months later - and no one wanted to know. It was rather like the 
papers. The headlines scream the latest ‘exclusive’ - often only distantly related to the 
truth. That’s all most people remembered. The small correction hidden away on page 
nine weeks or months later counted for little. As far as everyone was concerned, I was a 
liar. But ‘the Bible’ had confirmed I had told the truth. 9.43.54 (006.....to 944). 


24. Dancing with the Stars 


| was always very good at science especially chemistry ...... school chemistry prize, 
open scholarship to Oxford, a first-class honours degree. Then I embarked on my D Phil 
also at Oxford. That time in my life has found an echo in recent weeks here in New 
Zealand. A dancing class gave me a curious glimpse through time, of destiny 

For the last six weeks on NZTV1, Fawlty Towers has been shown on Tuesday night. 
But the programme which precedes Fawlty Towers and which follows Coronation Street, 
has been Dancing with the Stars. NZ celebrities, TV personalities, sportsmen and women 
and politicians are paired with ballroom dancing teachers and each couple performs a 
dance, ballroom or Latin, which is marked by four dancing judges. The public also vote 
by phone or text which is charged and ‘raises funds for charities’. It is notable that, 
although the judges’ scores are given, no public votes appear at any time. This leaves 
the programme organisers to manipulate the results as they will, telling the public their 
votes count to keep their favourite in the competition. But there was never any 
evidence in the form of public votes listed. It was notable that, at no point, was the 
judges’ order of the contestants ever changed, even when the bottom two were 
separated by only one vote. The eliminated one was always the judges’ choice. There 
was no evidence public opinion mattered one iota. Maybe that is symbolic. Was it not 
another example of ‘so great the con of man’? Nor has there been any statement of how 
much money has been raised for charity. Some figures will probably be given at the 
end of the series. The Final is next Tuesday. But there will be no way to check the level 
of public participation in the choice of the people voted off - one couple goes each week 
- or with the final sums raised.4 Once again, ‘corruption-free New Zealand’ is less than 
transparent. 

One of the finalists in the competition is British, the infomercial queen, Suzanne 
Paul, who made $39 million from the promotion of Natural Glow makeup when she 
sold out to an American company. She then lost most of it in a Maori tourism venture 
at Fisherman’s Wharf on the North Shore of Auckland, just yards from Alma Street. 
Because of her strong Midlands accent, we call her ‘The Wolverhampton Wanderer’, 
since she comes from Wolverhampton. 

Wolverhampton was the place we went to in our trainspotting days because it was 
the furthest north the Great Western Kings were allowed. The Paddington to 
Birkenhead through trains changed engines in Wolverhampton, the train being taken 
forward to Chester by a Castle, a County or a Hall. 

Stafford Road was the shed we ‘did’ at Wolverhampton. There you could see the 
Castles and the Kings being serviced. I don’t think we ever got thrown out of Stafford 
Road on our unofficial visits. We even managed to do the Wolverhampton works and 
saw the rare loco with Southern Rail shedplates. Curiously, the first motorway exit 
after coming across the harbour bridge to back down to Suzanne Paul's ill-fated venture 
is the Stafford Road exit. 

But there is more in Dancing with the Stars than that. I learned to dance many years 
ago. At Bury Grammar School around 1960, they had offered ballroom dancing lessons 


44 After the grand final it was stated that it would be three months before any fund raising figures would 
be released. What is that fishy odour? 


in the lunch hour. I’d never seen any point then. But at Oxford, I decided I would 
learn. I was bored rigid with what passed for dancing at Oxford parties - shuffle and 
shake to pop songs, the Stones, the Seekers the Beatles, A Whiter Shade of Pale. 1 decided 
I would learn to dance properly. My then girlfriend, Margaret, had learned to dance at 
school. We went to a few dances. I took more private lessons in Oxford, at a dancing 
class upstairs above a shop in Broad Street. I learned the waltz, the quickstep and the 
cha-cha. I even had a go at the tango, but the foxtrot was a step too far. I enjoyed the 
quickstep best, especially spin turns..... But I’m not really a natural dancer, having 
problems with rhythm. Perhaps I try to analyse too much rather than just follow 
instinctively. 

One event I later came to see as being very significant. It was just before the start of 
term in October 1969. I was just beginning my D.Phil and was still at Worcester. After 
one lesson, the dancing teacher suggested I come to the weekly dances they held. There 
would be lots of other people there and I could try out my skills on different women. It 
would be good experience. 

I went along an evening or two later, with a certain trepidation. I was hardly 
brimming with confidence. I danced with a couple of girls, with indifferent results. 
Then I got another girl and found I could really dance well with her. It just worked. I 
talked to her for a while afterwards and took her home. She was a secretary in Oxford. 
I vaguely mentioned seeing her again and she seemed quite keen. But then Margaret 
came back to Oxford. 

I made the mistake of thinking my dancing had improved with the dancing classes. 
But the next time I went dancing with Margaret, it was as wooden as ever. There was a 
woman I could dance with far better. That experience was a parable, symbolic of the 
dance of life. The other woman could instinctively follow me. Not long after my 
dancing girl, there was Kate, too, but still I didn’t see. Was this another parable set 
before me? 

I didn’t think that much about it at the time, but over two months in September and 
October 1969, I was given several very clear signs that Margaret was not the woman for 
me. The trouble was that I didn’t realise. I didn’t get the message. And there was 
certainly no one I could have talked to about my experiences who may have been able 
to help me see the signs in the random noise of my experience. 

I failed to see the signs and I married Margaret on 4 August 1973, a royal 
anniversary. Was I meant to? Perhaps.....for there were meant to be many links with 
Tyneside. Do I regret my marriage to Margaret? The answer to that question is “very 
much, largely because of the way she and the courts destroyed my relationship with my 
children.” But in the end, the children too made their own choices. They do not want 
to know about the past, they tell me. Perhaps it conflicts with the carefully crafted 
version of reality they have come to accept. But there is so much to learn from the past. 
Both David and Fiona were born on dates which have proved significant in the Webs of 
Destiny, as was Jenny’s elder daughter. 

In the end, how much are we making decisions for ourselves? How much are we 
actors on a stage? I do not know the answer to that question. But no one makes us 
good or makes us greedy. That choice is ours alone. Seventeen years later, I met Jenny, 
also a secretary. I got on with her far better than I had ever done with Margaret. She is 
the only person who has ever really helped me with my work. With Jenny, it wasn’t 
always a battle. Through her came the most powerful evidence for the survival of 


death. So was my dancing partner that night in September 1969 in Oxford also a 
pointer to destiny. 

But that was in the distant future. For the moment, I was a scientist working in a 
world of science. But I have never had a powerful ambition to achieve at all costs. 
Perhaps, inadvertently, I have allowed myself to be guided, to end up where I was 
meant to be all along. 

As for Dancing with the Stars, as Jenny pointed out to me, Diana loved dancing. 
Perhaps now she really is dancing with the stars. 


Endnote: 

To our surprise and to that of many other people, Suzanne Paul won the competition. At 50, she was 
nearly twice the age of her semi-finalist rival, a South African, Megan Alatini, who came to fame through 
a synthesised pop group and NZ Idol. After the first dance, Suzanne was one point behind; after the 
second two points. It seemed to be all over. In the final freestyle dance, based on West Side Story, 
Suzanne and her partner won by three points. Once again, the public vote did not reverse the 106 to 105 
vote lead. Curious that she has the connection to Alma Street and disaster. 


25. Dirty Water 


After completing my D. Phil I decided to leave Oxford, because I recognised that I 
could not make any really useful contribution in chemistry research in the academic 
world. I did not see myself doing what John Eland or Dr Danby did. I was good at 
solving problems, not thinking of academic ones to solve. 

After Oxford, I went progressively from chemical physicist, to analytical chemist, to 
sewage works area manager, and finally to psychical researcher and consulting 
scientist. I did not choose this career path, certainly the final stages. I suppose 
something chose me. I have studied psychical phenomena for nigh on 23 years now, 
and have made more progress than almost anyone before me. 

Initially, I went into the water industry, into sewage treatment and became an 
analytical chemist. I solved real problems and I was promoted quickly. I was 
appointed as a lab assistant. * From my appointment as lab assistant, my progression 
to head chemist took just three years. As head chemist, in Wear Division I had 
responsibility for designing a new laboratory in conjunction with the civil engineers. 
Then I had to choose equipment. I chose an autoanalyser, which I developed from parts 
because it was outside the budget, a gas chromatograph and an atomic absorption 
spectrometer. 46 I had also to appoint and train staff, develop analytical methods in 
sewage analysis and design sampling programs to obtain information on sewage works 
performance. At the same time, I was also chief scientist in New Works for the 
Tyneside sewage scheme, the building of the Howdon sewage works in Tyne Division , 
to treat the sewage from 1 million people in the Newcastle and Gateshead area. 

My initial appointment was to the Tyneside Joint Sewage Board in 1973. Then 
came the water industry re-organisation of 1974. Three years later | became Wear 
Division eastern area operations manager, moving from science into general 
management. I then applied my scientific mind and analytical skills to sewage works 
operation and man management. I implemented bonus schemes, and devised and 
controlled research programmes into sewage works treatment problems. I produced 
audiovisual training courses, and lectured for the National Water Council, training 
division. I served on two national committees. One of these was the DoE Standing 
Committee of Analysts, developing methods for measuring respiration rates in water, 
and the other was the national committee of the Institute of Water Pollution Control. 
By 1983, I had reached the point in the management structure, where I was too 
intelligent, too capable and too articulate for the comfort of many of the people above 
me, and they influenced appointments. I thought for myself and I said what I thought. 
I also had a strong sense of morality, of right and wrong. I did subscribe to the new 
American management theories, which were very much the vogue in the Northumbrian 
Water Authority. 


45 Twas told at my interview. We are not paying you for a research degree, which is no use to us. They 
were wrong. It proved to be very useful to them. 


46 Later, in internal authority review, I was heavily criticised for having grandiose designs for 
laboratories. There was specific criticism of chemists with backgrounds in research. Within 20 years, 
such equipment was standard in water industry Labs, but by then, I had long since left the water 
industry. 


This was the most traumatic period of my life, when my first wife began an affair 
with a former pupil. At the same time, my boss, the divisional manager for sewage 
treatment, who was also my only real friend, reorganised me out of my job as one of the 
two area managers. He then offered me a non-job, all the while his actions serving to 
protect his own position. If there was one level too many, the level that could go was 
his. Mine was the highest level of technical management in sewage treatment. There 
was little technical knowledge at the level below me. In time he was replaced in his 
general manager, role by a water engineer in the musical jobs game then fashionable in 
Northumbrian Water. That left no senior level of technical management in sewage 
treatment. But then, any fool can run a sewage works, can't they? This reorganisation 
came within about a month of my discovery of my wife's affair. 

Some people in the water industry thought I was too sharp. Some people 
considered me arrogant, mistaking my certainty for arrogance. The chief scientist 47 
told me that I would never get on, because I made it too obvious that I didn't suffer 
fools gladly. But, generally, what I said was a recognised to be true. I was known to be 
scientifically very reliable, if politically unsound. One member of management called 
me a communist, another one called me a fascist. I suppose the average of these two 
views was a fairly close approximation to the truth. I was honest and in the middle, but 
I was outspoken. 

I was area manager for seven years until 1984, and then came the discovery of my 
wife's affair with one of her former pupils. I made a throwaway comment to her when 
she came back late one night from a church meeting, the House-wives Club. I should 
have realised she was not being truthful, with her coming back at 11:30 p.m. when the 
House-wives Club normally finishes around 9-45pm. I knew that because two years 
earlier I'd shown a cine film to the housewives club. I’d made this film of the kids at the 
Church Playgroup and performing in the nativity play at Christmas. 48 

But that night, I was concentrating on something else. I had bathed the kids and 
put them to bed hours before, and I was working on a model railway engine, so on her 
return I merely said a few words to her, jokingly. These words caused her to think I 
must already know, so she confessed that she was indeed having an affair. She 
intended to marry the man who was the new light of her life. He would make a much 


47 Tt was with the NWA chief scientist that for the first time in my life I had flown on a plane, an Avro 
748, from Newcastle to Manchester. We were going to look at techniques for colour measurement. In 
that visit was another odd coincidence. It may have been at Clayton Aniline. It was almost back to 
Droylsden, the area so well from the days when we had got the bus to see Dad’s mother et al. 

After our meetings and discussion over colour measurement, he flew back to Newcastle, but I took the 
opportunity to spend a few days with my parents 


48 Of course, that was before the days of right-thinking PC Britain, when anybody who points a camera at 
children now, is a potential paedophile, and likely to find the police knocking on his door after a report 
from the right-thinker, or one of the Big Brother watchers on the surveillance cameras. But in 1982, there 
were no digital cameras. Only photography enthusiasts had film or cine cameras and paedophiles were 
not at the forefront of everyone's mind. People were quite happy for me to take photographs and do 
films. There was no need to get the written permission of every single parent. The women were pleased 
to see the film I had made. Perhaps it gave some of the mothers more of an insight into the playgroup 
where they sent their children. Nativity plays are now frowned upon in Britain. They might offend 
Hindus, Moslems or atheists now. What a sick, censored and narrow world and has become in 25 years 
which have since elapsed. 


better father, she assured me. Then a few days later, a friend who I knew only through 
model railways told me about my wife's affair. I was puzzled how he could know as he 
did not know her and knew no one in the water authority. Then, it transpired he was a 
Spiritualist medium. He had been ‘told’ about her he said by ‘spirit’, as he termed it. 
Then he told me that I had found out two nights earlier. He was exactly right. This 
caused me to wonder about Spiritualism. Was there something here that science could 
not explain at all? What had caused me to make the throwaway comment that had 
caused my unfaithful wife to confess? Did something know exactly what was going on, 
and did it want me to know? How could he possibly be so accurate about these hidden 
things in my life, when there was no conventional way that he could know. 

So, I was shown in a very painful and personal way that there was nothing I could 
trust in this world, absolutely nothing, but at the very same time, I was given a glimpse 
that there was something real beyond this world. And then it only got worse when I 
was Offered a job in London by my sister and her husband as a general manager for a 
private group of law and accountancy colleges. But they did not want someone with 
my capability, my capacity to see through to the core of the problems in their 
organisation. They wanted a ‘yes’ man. I never had and never would fit such a job 
description. I did not stay long in that job and the net result was a falling out with the 
rest of my family, my father and mother. So, I was left with absolutely no-one in this 
world, no job, no wife, no children, no parents or friends. It was a crash course in 
reality. I had been shown the unpleasant side of the world with a vengeance. But over 
this whole period, I was given further proof that there really was something beyond 
this world, something that I really could trust , something beyond the world of science, 
which had been my life until that traumatic time in 1984. In time, I came to see that this 
whole period was part of a harsh education. 

My birthday is in two days’ time. I will be 60. I suppose in a way my psychical 
research began with a death . That came just three days after my father-in-law had a 
heart attack on my birthday 12 May, 1984. He survived that first major heart attack. 
He survived long enough to tell me on the following day of his near death experience. 
But he didn't survive the second heart attack on, 15 May. That was the catalyst which 
seemed to set everything in motion. My wife had been close to her father, and one of 
the strange things that she said about her new lover was that talking to him was like 
talking to her father. 

Now, I was to move from a field where I was largely respected to one in which I have 
been ignored, maligned and ridiculed. 


10% May 2007 


Part III 


Psychical Research 


26. Psychical Research 


So, since 1984 I have been involved in psychical research. In one way it has been 
my salvation, and in another way, my destruction. It has given me a real purpose in my 
life. I no longer feel as I did the height of my success in the water industry that there 
was something missing in my life. But the results of my psychical research mean that 
my work will never be accepted by the people who matter in society. They have too 
much to lose. Although my psychical research has led to my gaining a deep 
understanding, it has not led to my gaining a large income. So, I have not been 
successful at least in the way that it is measured by most people, for instance both my 
relatives and Jenny's relatives. ie by having lots of money, a large fancy house and 
expensive foreign holidays. The only reason I regret our lack of money, is that it makes 
it very difficult to promote our work. 

And since 1984, it would be safe to say that I've never succeeded in anything, at 
least in so far as conveying to the outside world, the reality, which my experiments 
show to be there, beyond the reach of any theories of space and time. It is not for want 
of evidence. It is for want of a platform to put across the evidence. It is for want of a 
vehicle to convey my results to world which prefers not to hear them, not to read them, 
not to think about them. It's not what any powerful establishment wants to hear, it's not 
what conventional science, wants to see or hear. It is not what the priests want. They 
do not want a real God, who is not under their control. Even worse, my results suggest 
that although I have accumulated powerful evidence for an external intelligence an 
external intelligence, which I believe is best termed God, it is a God who is not under 
their control, who does not give them power through the mass to forgive sins. And 
worst of all God is not their precious Jesus. And of course, the most vocal opponents 
are the skeptics who are convinced that there is nothing at all. Chance is the only 
goddess in their pantheon. And some of her devotees have even obtained substantial 
grants to further their university research on the subject of luck. In addition it should 
be remembered that the skeptics, are now the main power group in the Society for 
Psychical Research in England. 


You may wonder how from my scientific research I can make definitive statements 
about religion. I can do this because of the information that has come through psychic 
means, which has then been authenticated time and time and time again through 
meaningful coincidence. God gives us minds to use. He gives us eyes to see and ears to 
hear. Unfortunately, a large proportion of mankind has given up using their minds, at 
least for the purposes of thinking. They use their minds, only to process the 
information that comes into them from the manifold sources of entertainment, the 
television programmes, DVDs, computer games, iPod's or anything else that the mass 
market can conjure up, with a view to large profits. In any case, what need have they of 
thought? The TV news and the newspapers, which purport to be the news are so often 
propaganda, even in the so-called ‘free and uncensored’ west. The situation is 
particularly bad in America. Freedom of thought there is very much frowned on, and 
freedom of expression in the mainstream media is almost non-existent, unless it suits 
the party in power. The war in Iraq is only unpopular, because they are losing. 
Americans are dying in significant numbers. There is no question of morality about the 
Iraq war. That was only ever a question in Europe. 


This is why a source of truth, independent of the powers of this world is valuable 
indeed. I have seen the reliability of this source of information in connection with many 
world events over the past 21 years. 

I became convinced of the reality of communication from external sources to 
spiritualist mediums during the last two months of 1984 and the first six months of 
1985. I became convinced through a series of experiences. I moved to London in June 
1985, for the job with my sister and brother-in-law, but that employment finished at the 
beginning of September. I was summarily dismissed, and they began court proceedings 
against me in the High Court in London. That was when I began to see, at first hand, 
the reality of man’s system of justice. Those proceedings, and the subsequent 
proceedings in the divorce courts with my ex-wife, over the custody care and control of 
my children showed me what a sham the British legal system really is. But it was all 
part of my education, no doubt. Until you have cause to cross swords with police, 
solicitors and judges, you fondly imagine that as long as you're honest, and you do 
what's right, the law is in your favour. How wrong can you be! Perhaps I had to see 
how inadequate are the legal processes of man, because a strong element which in time, 
emerged in my psychical research has been the theme of justice. That theme first 
emerged over the Lockerbie air disaster in 1988 at the start of the prophecy codes, but it 
is a theme which has since been repeated, again and again and again, in the Alpha and 
Omega codes. The ultimate source of intelligence appears to be very strongly 
concerned with justice and judgment. I have been left in no doubt that, whatever 
injustices we may suffer or be responsible for in this world, all that lies ahead, when we 
leave it is The Last Judgement for each and every one of us. 


27. Life After Death 


But my spiritualist research continued, and early in 1986, I was led to meet my 
second wife through a highly precise train of events. And then through Jenny came 
powerful proof of the survival of death. For the first time in her life, she found herself 
acting as a trance medium. Through her came the life stories of two women from 
antiquity, Mary Magdalen and Ankhsoun pa Aten. That happened in April and June 
1986. Both of these women were associated with very controversial men, Christ and 
Akhenaten respectively. Once again, it was the Victorian and Edwardians who were 
correct, not the modern Egyptologists, who have all the answers that modern 
technology can provide. Some of the earliest workers in this field, believed that 
Akhenaten was a forerunner of Christ. They were indeed correct. The modern view is 
rather that he was a deformed, obsessed, religious crank. There is a medical term of 
course for his supposed physical condition and doubtless the psychiatrists have one for 
his supposed mental state. 

But was this not yet another element in the whole pattern of my life, this continuing 
revelation of my destiny? Our Mary Magdalene experience came in North Wales, 
brought on by dramatic events in our personal lives. My Chelsea flat was raided by the 
ever-zealous Metropolitan police. At least it was before the days before the all-black 
thugs with machine guns and a tiny police badge. At the time I had phoned the police 
when the thunderous knocking on the door came in the middle of the night. Looking 
through the door eyepiece, I have seen what I'd thought were men masquerading as 
cops, rather like the situation in Iraq today, courtesy of Tony Blair. But it turned out 
these were genuine cops, men following the proud, modern traditions of the 
Metropolitan police, light years away from Dixon of Dock Green and The Lady Killers. 
These men were clearly never happier than when battering down doors, knocking 
defenceless people to the ground, and twisting handcuffs to cause the maximum pain. 
It was a side to the British police that I had never before experienced. And with that 
experience went something else in which I had once thought I could trust. 

Jenny was thoroughly traumatised by the whole experience. We left London and 
not long afterwards we ended up in North Wales, just after Easter in 1986. Jenny’s state 
of mind was part of the catalyst for Mary's coming. It was a replication of the civil 
authorities coming in the middle of the night, on false charges. So was the time of year, 
for the spirit of Mary Magdalene had been sent with the true story of the first Easter. 

Was it chance that she spoke through Jenny in a caravan just outside Conway, 
beside the very same railway line where we had spent our family holidays in all those 
years from 1958 to 1964? Over those years the caravan had changed and mum had used 
one or another belonging to people she vaguely knew. At first, in 1958, 1960, 1961 and 
1962 it was a caravan on a small site, Terfyn Pella, situated on the Prestatyn side of the 
huge Robin Hood camp site to the east of Rhyl. For 1963 and 1964 we went west to a 
less well-situated site, at Towyn, between Rhyl and Abergele. The caravan was larger. 


Now, suddenly in 1986, I was back in an even larger caravan, as close to the line as 
at Terfyn Pella, but even further west. And now the frog*? was not on trains, but on 
something not of this world, communion °° from beyond the grave and across 
millennia. But why was I brought back to this very railway line for this experience? 
Did it have to be to Wales for the links then yet to come, to Princes of Wales, past and 
present and the Princess of Wales who is now both past and present? 


4° For some reason Dragon decided that I said frog and not focus. The frog Prince is one of our references 
for Prince Charles. It's a reference to the reverse of the normal fairy story. This time the Princess married 
her Prince and he turned into a frog. 


50 T had intended to say communication here but something caused me to read the word is communion. 
Perhaps that is significant for there is indeed a communion in that the spirit of Mary Magdalen for a short 
while became one with Jenny. 


28. Prophetic Meaningful Coincidence 


Next came a further element in our psychical research, one of which I have hitherto 
been unaware. Strange coincidences began to appear in our lives, the first one 
revolving around train numbers and great British disasters. This first disaster was 
incredibly prophetic of the one which was just beginning to engulf Britain at a political 
level. It was the Zeebrugge ferry disaster, in March 1987. It warned so clearly of what 
lay in store for Britain, with Thatcher’s evil gospel of market forces. 

But it was some 18 months later that there came a quantum leap in the level of the 
meaningful coincidences, with the Lockerbie air disaster. We were presented with clear 
evidence of a prophetic knowledge of the future and of the precise orchestration of 
events in this world in order to convey relevant, detailed information at an exact point 
in time. A train of events led to my being given a code. Again, the experience linked to 
ghosts and railways. It centred on the ghost of a railway station, what was left of the 
old Melrose railway station in the Scottish Borders. And it linked back to the heretic 
Pharaoh Akhenaten. But we were able to crack the code only after the disaster. A car 
chassis number had, encoded within it, the full co-ordinates of the Lockerbie air 
disaster, both in space and time. That code predicted which plane would crash, where, 
when, and why, 19 days before the event took place, barely forty miles away from 
where we lived. 

The codes and coincidences have continued for the nineteen years since. In May 
2007, I began working on a web page, tracing the recurrence of code 557, which is 
derived from the Lockerbie latitude coordinate 55° 7N, in our experiences over the is 
past twenty years. The twenty plus examples provides powerful evidence both of 
coherent design and a destiny. 

And there are more railway connections, suggestive of destiny. In 1935, the LMS 
railway built a new series of express passenger locomotives, the Jubilee 4-6-0 s. One of 
the early members of the class was given the name New Zealand. It was number 5570. 
But that very code number was emphasised to us by a strange coincidence, an error in 
the delivery of a newspaper, hundreds of miles away from our Scottish Borders home, 
at the cottage where Jenny had lived in Epsom, which was by then empty. That was 
only a few weeks after the plane crashed at Lockerbie 55° 7’N. 

Did I have to come to live in New Zealand? Was it just chance that Jenny happened 
to be New Zealander? Can it all really be dismissed as chance? Is that the conclusion of 
a logical, rational mind? Or is it the conclusion of a mind afraid to confront the 
possibility of the existence of a Higher Mind? 


29. The Cross - Correlation 


The next quantum leap in our studies came in November 1989, when psychic 
communication was powerfully crossed correlated with meaningful coincidence in real- 
time, in our world of space and time. The psychic message came on a Sunday night 
from the spirit of King Edward VIII, who became the Duke of Windsor in 1936, when he 
abdicated the British throne in order to marry an American divorcee, Wallis Simpson. 
Again, that communication was triggered by a train of events, something I read in the 
newspaper, the date it happened to be, and also my old connections to Oxford. That 
psychic message was authenticated on the Monday by a series of things that happened 
to me in a town, just to the south of London. >! 

The skeptics may claim that the communication through Jenny in trance, was not 
the spirit of King Edward VIII, but merely words fabricated by her mind. Or perhaps it 
was another secondary personality disorder, to add to all the others. That explanation 
fails pitifully, when it is required to account for what happened to me the next morning. 
How could her secondary personality disorder cause worse to come into my mind, 15 
miles away. The skeptics will have to fall back then on their beloved goddess of chance, 
or does my wife have a mind sufficiently powerful to be able to put thoughts into my 
mind, and create books in a bookshop 15 miles away and then have the owner turn 
them in the right orientation on the bookshelf ready for me to see them the next day. 
That really would be a brilliant example of ESP. But they don't believe in ESP anyway. 
But, how could she create a book about whose existence she was completely unaware. 
Ah, I forgot they will be able to fall back on Jung’s wonderful theory of the universal 
consciousness. At least it allows the psychologists a partial escape from the concept of 
God. So no doubt her subconscious was busy communing with the universal 
consciousness, and between them, fabricating the right book in the right bookshop in 
the right town. So three different theories are required to make sense of one single 
inter-connected experience. Such a complex explanation causes at least as many 
problems with the laws of physics as does mine. But, in contrast, I need only one 
theory. It is very much a case of Occam's razor. That combination explanation, using 
theories acceptable to psychologists, is even more far-fetched than the possibility of 
God and the reality of the survival of death by the spirit. 


51 The details of these experiences were described in detail at the start of this book. 


30. Elements of Destiny 


Now was it chance that I was caused to look and ‘see the Sign’? Or was I meant to 
‘see the Sign’? Was it part of my education? On 27 February, on my way down for 
my first visit to the Plymouth office of Howard Humphries, I had stopped at Honiton. 
The reason was a railway reason, in more ways than I first realised. Honiton was the 
furthest point west Jenny could go on a cheap Network Southeast ticket from Epsom. 
That Easter, she’d gone as far to the northeast as possible, too, to King’s Lynn, for 
another place my job with the consulting engineers had taken me was ...... (Expand - 
Anaerobic digestion Bacton - also Icke declaring himself to be the son of God.) 

So, in one direction was a town close to Howard Carter’s birth place. Carter had 
found the tomb of a King of Egypt and uncovered scenes of his wife. In the other, it 
was Cornwall, the scene for Bram Stoker’s Jewel of Seven Stars, restoring to life the 
spirit of a Queen of Egypt. But one of our first books, given in June 1986, had been the 
story from beyond the grave of the Lost Queen of Egypt, Ankhsoun-pa-Aten, 
Tutankhamun’s wife. 

Was it all more evidence of the hand of destiny, as I was led from job to job. I 
struggled to earn a living in wastewater, using it as a backdrop to pursue my research 
in what really mattered, my research into the paranormal. In Honiton, on 27 February 
1991, came Teach Yourself Psychical Research. 1 had been doing that, and I continue to 
this day, over fifteen years later. Now, as a scientist, I think I can truly say “Scio” - I 
know. The next day, 28" February, the Gulf War ended. ‘Good’ had triumphed. They 
hadn’t gone to Baghdad, contenting themselves with the turkey shoot on the road to 
Basra. Now it could be ten years of sanctions and no-fly zones imposed by the zealous 
Americans and British. 

How curious it should be Honiton, for a West Country class locomotive, by that 
name was the prototype for my scratch-built model Bulleid Pacific. I built it using 
copper sheet early in 1965, using photographs I had taken of Honiton, 34034, in 
December 1964. That was at London Waterloo Station after my interview for university 
admission at Kings College London. I had seen Bulleid’s Pacifics for the first time in my 
life. Honiton was one of the few clean engines still around, but steam was in its death 
throes. However that 1964 visit caused me to remember the experts who were so 
wrong. On a school railway trip to London in July 1960, we had seen a Southern 
locomotive, someone around Willesden, on our way to the former Great Western Old 
Oak Common railway sheds. Someone suggested we should go to a Southern shed, 
and maybe a Southern station. For the experts who ran the school railway club, assured 
us there was no steam left on the Southern were wrong. At Waterloo there would still 
have been the Lord Nelsons, King Arthur's, and of course Spam Cans and Rebuilt 
Bulleid Pacifics. 

But it was all so interconnected. According to the teachings of Akhenaten copper is 
so much better than gold,. Gold, the incorruptible metal that corrupts absolutely, is 
useless by itself for anything. It is too weak, too feeble, like the men and women who 
love it. And that visit caused me to make the acquaintance of John Ashworth, then 
working as a self-employed civil engineering contractor in the Plymouth office, 
reviewing the plans for the sewage treatment works upgrades then being implemented 


at a dozen sites in Cornwall. That was in February 1991. But by the time I returned to 
work in Plymouth that July, John had moved on. 


31. The Great Experiment I - Egypt 


From day one of my time in Plymouth came links to The Jewel of Seven Stars. But I 
couldn’t understand why for another decade. The understanding came at the 
appointed time, in July 2001. It came as part of the proof of Bram Stoker’s inspiration 
and of ours. For it tied together the Lockerbie prophecy code with Bram Stoker's novel, 
as originally written, and my job in wastewater treatment in New Zealand. 

The Great Experiment takes place in an old mansion in Cornwall, overlooking the 
sea. It is 31st July, 3am. The incantations are read form the ancient scroll. The Queen 
Tera is restored to life. But Tera is true to the homophone of her name in the country 
where her spirit is restored..... for she brings terror, fear and terror. On 31% July 2001, I 
was in the course of reading The Jewel of Seven Stars. Jenny had found a copy at a car 
boot fair in Pukekohe on 10 July. I had found my first copy of the book on 30% 
January 1990, with The Hermes Fall, in a charity shop at Banstead in Surrey. But I had 
never got round to reading it - I have so many books and so little time..... and so much 
to do, so many directions in which to go. I can only go the way Iam led.....every day. 

And so, it came to pass that I read The Jewel of Seven Stars in July 2001. Almost 
immediately, I saw a strange parallel. Jenny had found the novel on 10" July 2001. The 
story begins on 10 July. It was exactly analogous to the way Jenny had found The 
Watch Gods in a Perth bookshop on 30 June 1988. That night, about to go to sleep, 
parked in the gateway to a farmer's field between Dundee and Perth, I read the first 
chapter of the book. That began on 1% July 1881. I stopped at the end of the first 
chapter. I made a note in my notebook. It was after midnight on 1% July 1988 - 107 
years after the date in the book. Yet 107 is 1% July...... The Watch Gods is a novel about 
the finding of the tomb of Akhenaten and the release of terror.... The spirit of Nefertiti 
comes....as she did to me early in 1992. So, there was another pattern repeat - a precise 
date in a novel corresponding with the date we find the book and I start to read it. But 
the theme is so relevant, the restoring to life of the Egyptian queen. 

Our major psychical experience was the story of Ankhsoun-pa-Aten, daughter of 
Akhenaten, Queen of Egypt. If one way, we had been led to restore her to life. But 
there were no magic spells, no incantations in either Egyptian or English. Her spirit 
was sent to warn the world of today. It was all part of my extended course, ‘Teach 
Yourself Psychical Research’. In many ways, it followed a pattern I had known several 
times before. In the end, I'd always had to teach myself. At school, in the sixth form, it 
became clear to me that I knew more than my chemistry teacher. The pattern was 
repeated at university. Even in that first year I was quickly able to plumb the depths of 
the knowledge of my chemistry tutor. At first, it had been quite a triumph to find he 
couldn’t answer my questions. “That's an interesting question, Brian. Why don’t you 
find the answer and tell us next week.” But the novelty soon wore off. I needed to 
understand. Instead, I was led to books by other Oxford tutors with a deeper and 
broader understanding of chemistry than Danby had ever had. 


But in psychical research, it was rather more difficult. There were no tutors at all 
who really knew anything. There was no University of Spiritualism. 52 Many 
spiritualists thought they did, but they only had tiny glimpses. I listened to lots of 
lectures by vocal mediums or New Agers. Virtually all the experts excluded God from 
their theories, yet He is at the core of the truth. No one seemed to be able to see the 
coherence of the whole, the way I came to understand it. It definitely was a case of 
‘Teach Yourself Psychical Research’. But in a way, it wasn’t. I was able to teach myself 
only because I learned from the ‘Great Experiment’ of which I myself was but a part. 
Behind it all, there was a tutor, the Ultimate Tutor, the Sentinel of Eternity. 

I read on through the novel, over the days of July 2001. The novel began in 
Victorian London, surrounded by mystery - an apparent attack, the professor suffering 
amnesia, the story of an ancient expedition to the Land of the Pharaohs. Various pieces, 
relics from ancient Egypt, have to be brought together for an ancient ritual to be 
performed..... In the course of time, the story moves to Cornwall. 

The night I read of this latest twist in the novel, I got a phone call from England. 
My sister had sold her London flat and had that day exchanged contracts on her new 
house. She was moving to Cornwall, to a large house, but not quite overlooking the 
sea. Even she could not afford that now as well as the cost of conversion of the property 
to her taste. Her new home will be a mile from the sea, between Camborne and 
Gwinear Road, at a little place called Roseworthy. 

Only now do I see the strange connection in that place name. We had been sent to 
Paris in June 1986 for Ankhsoun to tell us of her cruel death in the temple at Karnak. 
Was it because the Web of Destiny already indicated Paris as a place of royal death - 
then still eleven years into the future? But that was known only to the Sentinel of 
Eternity, and ironically, one of the last sights Diana might have had was of the obelisk 
in the Place de la Concorde, the symbol of the Sentinel of Eternity. England’s Rose was 
to meet her fate, as it was coded in her passport - 558 death, Egypt and the Muslim 
world. It just happened to be in the ‘City of Love’. But ‘the Rose’ proved worthy after 
all, even if, in her own words, she ‘had been lucky’. She proved worthy when it really 
mattered, not in the opinion of the sheep who ‘read the wires’, the sycophants who 
made up the vying courts of the royal house, nor the easily- swayed court of public 
opinion, but in the Final Analysis on the Great Balance of Eternity. 


52 Although having said that, ,] am reminded of another very curious coincidence. There is a book called 
the University of Spiritualism, by Harry Boddington. . [Book reference checked 7.06.41 13th May 2007. 
Crede Signo] . But although the book covers the phenomena of spiritualism in some depth, it does not 
even begin to consider the question of external authentication, which is such an important part of our 
research. Much of our evidence for the reality of life after death, and for the existence of heaven and hell 
relates to my father, who for 35 years worked at Boddington's Brewery in Manchester. What is more 
some of the proof, the circumstantial evidence which authenticate our psychic communication is the 
relates to a Boddington's Brewery coincidence, in Auckland New Zealand in 1999. That book was 
published by the Psychic Press, London, in 1947, which happened to be the year of my birth. We found a 
rather battered copy at a book fair in Pakuranga Auckland, on 4th November 2000. It was the exact 
anniversary of the day in 1922, when Howard Carter’s workmen found the first step of flight, leading 
down to the still intact tomb of Tutankhamen. The book fair was held in a shop, just behind the pub, 
which at the time was called The Crook and Flail. There was a large pub sign, and both the temple-like 
entrance, a large figure of Pharaoh, reminiscent of Tutankhamen, holding a crook and flail. 


